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E D I T O R's 
DEDICATION. 


Noob poets are benefits to mankind ; 
eir labours are mirrors to the mind; 
nce, by them, we may diſtinguiſh vir- 


tue from vice; ſtrengthen the one, and correct 


the other. . 
Every well- regulated theatre, where their works 
are exhibited, is a farther emolument to the pub- 


lic; and, fince e very amuſement muſt be pur- 


chaſed, that certainly will be moſt eligible, 
that mends the mind, and leaves no remorſe 
after it. : 

Greece and Rome beſtow'd more on their pub- 
lic theatres, than on the triumphs of their con- 
quering generals; and their youth were made 
wiſe and virtuous, by their theatrical repreſenta- 
tions. 
That great ſtateſman, cardinal Richelieu, 
thought public theatres ſo eſſential to the im- 


provement and grandeur of his nation, that, if 


death had not 2 him, he wou'd have 
erected two at the public charge, equal to thoſe 
of Athens and Rome. 


How was our noble ſiſter torn to pieces with 
pation? When 


inteſtine rage, murder, and uſurpa | 
the theatres were abandon'd for canting and hy- 


A 2 


pocriſy, the mitre and croſier ſuffer d with the 


buskin 
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with great juſtice affirm, that, by the judicioue 


iv DEDICATION. 
buskin and ſock. It was criminal, then, to-read 


even our immortal Shakeſpear. Poetry was pro- 
5 hs and rhe ſtage an abomination ! only fit to 


e thrown among the lumber of crowns and ſcep- 
tres, thoſe eh ou {ymbols of monarchy. 

But when the clouded ſun of majeſty once more 
ſhot forth his enlivening ray, hateful hypocriſy 
fled with all her miſts about her; the mules, 
with the theatre, reviv'd and flouriſh'd, with dur 
religion, hberties, and laws; and peace, the 
nurſe of plenty, {m1l'd again. 3 
The theatre, in all ci viliz d nat ions, is allow d 
the moſt noble and rational amuſement; therefore 
that director, who takes 8 en- 
tertain us, (not - only exhibiting the ſt pieces, 
and procuring every auxiliary to the drama) de- 


er ves our thanks, with the reward of his labour. 


Truth will ever ſpeak for itſelf; and I may, 


induſtry of the preſent director, our theatres may 
vie, in decency and decorum, with any of its 
neighbours. „%% tt Mcebdte 
It, in any of the following dramatic pieces, I 
have reſcu'd from oblivion thoſe. that can give the 
leaſt ſatisfaction, I have my utmoſt wiſh ; and 
beg leave to ſubſcribe myſelf 


Vu rruly rri obedient ſervant, * 
The EDITOR. 
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St. PAT RIC X. 


HIS illuftrious ſaint, was born at a village, 

call'd Banaven, ſituated on the utmoſt bounds 
Britain, on the borders of Scotland. His father Cal- 
phurnius, and grand-father, were both churchmen of 
eminence, from their learning and piety : his mother, 
St Concheſſa, was niece to the biſhop of ours, a pre- 


* 


late of exemplary life. Authors differ in the time of * 


his birth; but U5ſher. fixes it on the 5th of April, 371, 
of our redemption: but, in another author, his birth 


is fix'd on the 4th, 373, which ſeems the true date; 
ſince St. Patrick died in 493, in the hundred and 


twentieth year of his age. 

He was educated with the utmoſt care, by his pa- 

Tents; and his ſweet temper, in his childhood, made 

him the delight of all that knew him. 
In the ſixteenth year of his age, in a coaſting 


voyage, he was taken by ſea rovers, and ſold as 4 


flave, where he ſerved fix years, attending the cattle 
of his maſter in the county of Antrim, where he be- 
hav'd himſelf fo juſt, that, at the end of fix years, his 
maſter gave him his liberty ; from whence he re- 


turn'd to the place of his nativity, where he reſided _ 
two years, planting in his mind the feeds of virtue, 


religion, and learning. But, intending another 
voyage, he had ſcarce ſet fail, before he was once 
more taken by pirates, and fold age in into Ireland 


however, he did not continue captive above ty 


months, c'er he was redeem'd. 

After a ſhort ſtay, he went on a pilgrimage to 
Rome; and, in his journey, waiced on St. Germaiz arud 
his uncle St. Martin, biſhop of Fours: both theſe 
learned men, ſtrengthen'd and improv'd him for the 
divine legation. Whien 
* Tours, the capital city of Tounraine in France. 


. 


* 
— k 2 —-— 


9 . — * — 0 -> - n — 
—— — — # . — — —̃ > p 
. —˙ nr Toy r ou —_ hows 


3 


2 h Fr 
WG OR. IE” £Þ—= i; 
Sr . 3 — * 8 
TED 7 2 m 


I 4 ws * 
r 


* — _ 
+ 5 ic, n ——ů —-»„— ee — — — 5 
; nds 8 I OFT I PO TT PO PE Ht 4 * N i 1 — 2s —— — 
2 1 . ĩ ͤ x ĩͤ hon a FEE W r bY a — 
PV Nr N eee 1 __— — . 9 
= „r 2 WY A” G 


5 {TS e _ 1 
2 v d F I” 
o— pls: r 26s CAGES 2 WW. 
* TE 3 F 
J 1 * 
FOR ES ie 


SPY. Ms 


* 
* 
_— Yy 
„ 
eee 


— 


27 


— 5 N ſe "EO 8 
e in] oC, r 
— — — 


6 The Life of St. PATRICK. 
When he arriv'd at Rome he was inftantly made 
regular cannon of*the Lateran church, where he 
finiſh'd his divine ſtudies; and was a pattern to all, 
for his holy life. He was ſent miſſionary to the iſles 
of the Mediterranean, where he made numbers of true 
chxiſtians. In this holy work, he wore out near uy 


years; and, in his return to Rome, (where the 
of his ſanctity had travell'd before him) he was ſent 
to Ireland to PLOPASAIC, in that kingdom, the holy 
chriſtian faith, in the room of Paladins, who had 
made but flow progreſs in the pious undertaking; in 
which his aſſiduous labours, he gain d juſtly the title 
of the patron of Ireland. He fix d his Ke at Armagh, 
then call'd Dramallech, from the multiplicity of ſal- 
low trees growing around ir. The appellative of 
Armagh, was given from its {ituation, \golfying an 
kigh place. Never did religion reign with ſuch ſweet 
rule, in ſo ſhort a time; inſomuch, that [reland was 
call'd The {land of Saints; and all Europe ſent their 
outh to ſtudy here, as the fountain-head of divine 
Rakes , which illuſtrated many diſtant nations with 
erudition and morality. | 
This illuſtrious ſaint, at his baptiſm, was call'd 
Succoth, i. e. great in war The name of Patrick was 
given him by pope Celeſtine, as a mark of honour and 
diſtinction; meaning the ſame high dignity and 
priv-iege, as the ancient Roman Patricii. | 
He made himſelf maſter of the Jriſb language, in 


his captivity, when he kept the hogs of his patron 


Milcho, on the mountain H/ien Mis, in the county of 
Antrim, and was much belov'd by his maſter, for his 
piety, care, and integrity. 3 
Ie is enough to ſay, that this holy ſaint enlighten d 
this dark iſland, with the beams of the chriſtian re- 
ligion: heaven bleſs'd him with many mixacles to 
entorce his doctrine, which open'd the eyes of the 
obltinate and ignorant, and ſhew'd them the true 
path to heaven; therefore, I ſhall end with the poet, 


« Thus chriſtians guided by the heavenly ray, 
« Muſt ſhut their eyes, if u. ey miſtake their way, 


An _ 


An ACCOUNT of the 


AUTHOR. 
JaMEs SHIRLEY, Eſq: . 


AS born in the year 1 594, and was of St. 
John's college, Oxford, at the time when arch- 


| biſhop Laud was preſident of that college. Our au- 


rhor was intended for the pulpit, and therefore made 
divinicy his chief ſtudy; but Land objected ee 
him, for no other reaſon, than that nature had planted 
a mole on his cheek (a poor objeEtion from fo great 
a man): pon this refuſal, he paid his court to the 
muſes, Who, with open arms, received him. Soon 
after this he embraced the Roman religion, which 
was no objection in gaining a commiſſion in the 
army, thro the intereſt of his great friend and pa- 
tron, Hollis, duke of Newcaſtle. In the great and 
deplorable fire of London, in 1666, in the 92d year 
of his age, he, and his ſecond wife, were drove from 
their houſe in Flezt-Strezt, and took ſhelter at a 
friend's in St. G#les's in the Fields (as it is till called, 
tho' now above half a mile ſurrounded with build- 
ing) where with the fright, their loſſes, and the in- 
RE of age, both he and his wife expired in one 
ay. : 
Mr. Shirley was clafled in the firſt rank with the 
poets of his time, and his dramatic works were in 
the higheſt eſteem, as I doubt not but this play of 
St. PATRICK will prove him maſter of his art. 

Fits dramatic works are as follow, Vz. 
1 The 


* ** 


11 The du 
12 The lady of pleaſure, a comedy, 1638. 


8 The Life of James Shirley, Eq; 


1 The changes, or love in a maze, a comedy, 1632. 


2 Contention for honour and riches, a maſque, 1633. 

3 Honoria and Mammon, a maſque, 1633. 

4 The witty fair one, a comedy, 1633. 

5 The traitor, a tragedy, 1635. 

6 The young admiral, a tragi- comedy, 1637. 

7 The example, a tragi-comedy, 1637. 

8 e a comedy, 1637. 

9 The gameſter, a comedy, 1637. 

10 The royal maſter, a tragi- comedy, 1638. 
ke's miſtreſs, a tragi-comedy, 1638. 


13 Tac maid's revenge, a tragedy, 1638. 


14 Chabot, admiral of France, a tragedy, 1639 


15 The ball, a comedy, 1639. 

16 Arcadia, a paſtoral, 1640, 

17 The humourous cour.ier, a comedy, 1640. 
18 St. Patrick for Ireland, a tragi-comedy, 1640. 
19 Love's cruelty, a tragedy, 1640. 3 
20 The triumphs of beauty, a maſque, 1646. 

21 The ſiſters, a comedy, 1652. = 

22 The brothers, a comedy, 16g2. | 

23 The doubiful heir, a tragi-comedy, 1852. 
24 The court ſecret, a tragi- comedy, 1653. 

25 The impoſtor, a tragi- comedy, 1653. 


26 The policician, a tragedy, 1655. 


27 The grateful ſervant, a tragi-comedy, 165 5. 
28 The gentleman of Venice, a tragi- comedy, 165 5. 
29 Contention of Ajax and Ulyſſes, a maſque, 1658. 


230 Cupid and death, a maſque, 1658. 
_ Love tricks, a comedy, 1659. 


32 The conſtant maid, a comedy, 1659. 
33 The opportunity, a comedy, 1659. 
34 The wedding, a comedy, 1659. 

35 A bird in the cage, a comedy, 1560. 
35 The coronation, a comedy, 1660. 
37 The cardinal, a tragedy, 1661. 


38 Andromana, or the merchant's wife, a tragedy, 


1662, 1 9 
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FRROcRHus, 
hes Sons. 


TU RE > 
NAMES of the ACTORS. 


Lz0GARrIvs, Monarch of Ireland. 
CoRYBREUVS,). _ 

Cv Sons. 
Co NAL L us, 
Dicnv, 2 Nobleman. 


EN DARI us, 
Mirco, à great Officer. 
Ax ch MA us, he chief Prieſt, a Mogician | 


Two other Prieſts. 
St. PATRICK. 
Wicror, his Agel Guardian. 


4 Hard. * 
Ro DAM ANT, ARCHIMAGUS'S Servant. 
Soldiers. 

Angels. 

Religious Men. 


SCrVants. 


33 


ETHNE, 


FEDELLA, Cher Daughters. 
EMERIAz Mit cno's Daughter. 


St. PATRICK 
IRELAND 


"I&CT I SCENE L 


Enter Archimagus, and two other magicians, at ſeveral 
by doors. | 


1ft Mag W E are undone !: 
_ 24 Mae. We are loſt! 


Arc. Not ſo, your fears 2 1 
Become you not, great prieſts of Fove and Saturn ! 
Shall we, that awe the furies, at whoſe charm ; 
Hell itſelf quakes, be frighted with a ſhadow; 

A tame, a naked churchman, and his tribe 

Of auſtere ſtarved faces? No! this kingdom 

Shall ſtill be ours, and flouriſh ; every altar | 

Breathe incenſe to our gods, and ſhine with flames, 

'To ftrike this chriſtian blind. OE 
if Mag. This is bur air: 

He is now landing; every tread he prints 

Upon this earth, will make it groan. | 

Arc. Are not © | -:Þ% 
The havens ſtrengthen d, by the king's command 
With ſoldiers, to watch that none arrive 
With this ſuſpicion ? 

zd Mag. But we, that can i 
Command armies from hell for our deſign, 


And blaft him, now ſtand idle and benumm dl, 
And ſhall grow here ridiculous ſtatues, It „ 
Muſter my friends. 5 | | 
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12 C. PAT RIC K for Ireland. 


Iſt lag. And if J have not loſt 
My power, the ſpirits ſhall obey to Grown 
This ſtraggler, and ſecurc this threaten d ĩſfand. going. 
Arc. Stay! which of you can boaſt more power 
For every ſpirit you command, my ſpells. (than 12 
Can raiſe a legion; you know I can 
Untenant hell, diſpeople the wide air, 
Where, like innumerous atoms, the black genii 
Hover, and neitic one another; all RY 
That haunt the woods and waters, all i' th" dark 
And ſohtary chambers of rhe earth, 9 . 
Break through their adamantine chains, and ff 
Like lightning to my will: and fhall your factious 
And petty correſpondence with the fiends _ 
Attempt this work, without my voice and council ? 
Who brought you firſt acquainted with the devil? 
Did not my arc? 
1ft Mag. We are diſciples to 


The great Are imag us, 


2d Mag. We acknowledge all 
Our art deriv'd from you. 
if Mag. Bur, in this juſtice to our gods, we hope 
Our gods chief prieſt will give us leave 

Arc Ves, and confirm it; and applaud your zeals, 
My fellows, both in ſacred arts and prieſthood. 
Go on, I praiſe your reſolution: 
My ſpirit gave intelligence before 
of his approach; and, by all circumſtance, 
Our propheſy doth point this chriſtian prieſt 
The black ſubverſion of our ifle; bur we, 
Like maſters of all deſtmy, will break 
His fate, and bruiſe him in his infancy - 
Of danger to this kingdom; —— fly, ard be 
Armed to your withes: ſpirits ſhall arrend you, 
And the whole power of hell. [Exeant magicians. 
This news aftrights me: | 
Howe'er, I ſeem to ſwell with confidence, 
This 1s the man, and this the revolution, 
Fix'd for the change of ſacrifice fore-told, 
Aud threaten'd in this fatal propheſy : 


Aman 


You muſt, with all haſte, viſit him ; we ſhall 


Of what he ſays, was in his ſleep preſented. 


»» 
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* * - 
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K. PATRICK for Ireland. 13 
A. man ſhall come into this land, 
With ſbauen erown, and in his hand 
A crooked ſta; ; be ſball command, 
And in the eaſt his table ſtand: 
From his <varm lips a ftream ſhall flow, 
To make rocks melt, and churches grow ; 
I here, while he ſings, our gods ſhall bow, 
And all our kings his law allow. [ He reads. 
This, this is the vexation ! ; 
Enter Endarius. 
Eud. Sir, the king! | 
Arc. What of the king? 
End. Is troubled, ſick, diſtracted. 8 
Arc. How?! | r 
End. With a dream; he has no peace within him: 


Suſpect his death elſe. AJ 
* Enter Ferochus. ä + BY 
Fer. Mighty prieſt, as you | jy 

Reſpect the ſafety of the king, you muſt 

Make haſte ; the court is up in arms, and he 

Calls for his ſword. | . IS 
Arc. You fright me, gentlemen: Whos 

Rebellion in the court; who are the traitors ?_ 
Fer. His own wild thoughts; and apprehenſion 


He calls upon his guard, and rails upon em 
When they appear with no more arms, and ſwears/ + Mt 
at every man ſhall wear a tun of iron, wa 
„ Enter Conallus. | 
End. The prince. 
Con. The king, impatient of your abſence, fir, il 
Hath left the court; and, by ſome few attended 1 
Is coming hi ger, laden with fear and weapons : | 
He talks of ſtrange things in his dream, and frights . | 
Our cars wich an neon ; that his crown © 15 
its trembling on his head: Unleſs your wiſd "ts 
Clear his eg; fears, we are 8 PE 


„„ 


\ 
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14 K. PATRICK for Ireland. 
Arc. He's here. . 


Enter king Leogarius, Corybreus, and Dichu. 

How fares the king ? ; 2 
Leo. Dear Archimagus, | 

We want thy skill t' interpret a black dream * 

| J had laft night; my fancy is till ſick on't, | 

1 And, with the very apprehenſion, 
| I feel much of my ſoul diſſolve, and, through 

My frighted pores, creep from me in a ſweat: _ e 

I ſhall have nothing in me but a bath, „ 

LE Unleſs thou do repair my = 7 eſſence 

* With thy great art and counſel. ; 

Are. Give me, ir, 

1 The particular of your dream. 

Leo. They muſt not hear it. 

1 Vet ſtay; the eclipſe, if it be any thing, 

|| Is univerſal, and doth darken all. OM 

Li; + Merhought, Archimagus, as I was praying 

| 5 T' th' temple near the ſea, my queen, my ſons, 

* Daughters, and train of my nobility 

| Proſtrate before the altar, on the ſudden | 
The roof did open ; and, from heaven, a flame 
Deſcending on the images of our gods, N 

Began to burn their ſacred brows ; from which 
Many deformed worms, and hideous ſerpents 
Came crawling forth, and leap'd unto our throats ; 
Where, with their horrid circles and embrace, _ 
We were almoſt ſtrangled: in this fright, methought, 

We fled out of the temple ; and, as ſoon | 
We ſaw a pale man, coming from the. ſea, 
Attended by a tribe of reverend men; 
At whoſe approach, the ſerpents all unchain'd 
Themſelves, and, leaving our impriſon'd necks, _ 
rem into the earth: ſtraight all that were with me, 
As 1 had been the prodigy, forſook me ; | 
My wife, my children, lords, my ſervants all, 
And fled to this pale man; who told me, I 
Mutt ſabmit too, humble myſelf to him, 


© keg 8 net « + 


This 


St. PATRICK for Ireland. 15 


This wither'd piece of man: at which, methought, 
I felt a trembling ſhoot through every part; 
And, with the horror, thus to be depos d, 
I waken'd. Now, Archimagus, thy art 
To cure thy ſoul-fick king. 
Arc. Tis done already. 
Leo. How, my dear prieſt ? 
Arc. This pale thing ſhall not trouble you. 
He, that ſo long was threaten to deſtroy 
Us and our gods, is come. 
Leo. Ha! where ? 
Arc. Now land ing: 
Zut were the coaſts unguarded, he wants power 
To fight with-thoſe ætherial troops, that wait 
Upon the gods we ſerve. He is now d) ing; 
This minute they have blaſted him: and they, 
Above the ſpeed of wings, are fly ing hither 
With the glad news. Be calm again, and let not 
Theſe airy dreams diſtract your peace. 
Leo. They are vaniſh'd | 
Already at thy voice ; thou (next our gods 
The hope of this great iſland) haſt diſpers'd "0s 
Al] clouds, and made a fair sky again, Lit. 


My learned Archimagus. ' | | | ö 
Enter Spirits. 1 

1/ Hir. He is come. I: 

24 Spir. He is come. | tt 
34 Hir. And we muſt fly. 1 
Leo. What voices make the air | _—_\ 
So fad ? 4 13 
Cor. They ſtrike a horror. 14 


Con. They are Spirits. _ 
Arc | command once more to oppoſe him. : 
Ift Sir. In vain, great prieſt, | 


On EE 


2d Spir. We muſt away, | if 
3d Hir. Away. . wr 
Omnes. We cannot, dare not flay, {Exeunt. 

B 2 | 


Ente 
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16 &. PATRICE /or Ireland 


Evnter angel Victor, bearing à banner with a croſs ; 
H. Patrick, and other prieſts, in proceſſion, ſinging. 


Leo. What r is this? I have no power 
To do them harm : obſerve their ceremony. 


O D E. 


| | | Poſt maris ſevi fremitus Iernæ 


(Navitas cœlo tremulos beante) 
Vidimus gratum jubar enatantes 
Littus inaurans. 
Montium quin vos juga, voſque ſy luæ, 
Nunc ſalutamus, chorus advenarum 
Fubilum retro modulantur, ecce 


1. Carbaſa ventis. : 


Dulce fupremo melos occinanus | 
Carminum flagrans Domino litamen 
Cijus erranti dabitur popello 
Namine ſacrum. | 
Leo. III ſpeak to him. Stay, you that have preſum'd, 
Without our leave, to print your deſperate foot 
U; 0 our country; ſay, what bold deſign 


| Hath arm'd you with this inſolent nojſe to dare 
| | And fright the holy peace of this fair iſſe: 
| Nay, in contempt of all our gods, advance 
| Your ſongs in honour of an unknown power? 
| The king commands you, ſpeak. 1 
| Pat. Unro that title 

Thus we lowly bow; it ſpeaks you are ally'd - 


BY _ 2 - . 
* | To heaven. Great hr, we come not to diſtract 


#5 Your peace ; look on our Humber; we bring no 
| | | Signs of ſtern war, no invaſive force, to draw 
Fear or ſuſpicion, or your frowns upon us: 


A handful of poor naked men we are, 
Thrown on your coaſt, whoſe arms are only prayer, 
| That you wou'd not be more unmerciful 
[ Than the rough ſeas, ſince they have let us live 
| To find your charity, | 
Leo Whence are you? 
Pat. We are of Pritain, ir. 
| Leo. 
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* Leo. Your name, that anſwer for the reſt ſo boldly? 
Pat. My name is Patrick, who with theſe poor men, 
Beſeech you would permit. 
Leo. No dwelling here; 
And, tlierefore, quit this kingdom ſpeedily, 
Or you ſhall — you ſaw the land. 
Dic. Are they not ſpies? | * 
Arc. Awhirlwind ſnatch em hence, and, on the back 
Of his black wings, tranſport theſe fugitives, 
And drop their curſed heads into the ſea; _ 
Or land em in ſome cold remoteſt wilderneſs 
Of all the world; they muſt not here inhabit. 
Dic. Hence, or we'll force you with theſe goads. 
Gor. Unleſs 
You have a mind to try how well your hoods 
Can ſwim, go trudge back to your rotten bark, 
And ſteer another courſe. 1 5 
Fer. You will find iſlands 
d. Peopled with ſquirrels, rats, crows, and conies, 
= Where 2 may better plant, my reverend molcs. 
End. Face about. ; 
Pat. You are inhoſpitable, 
And have more flinty boſoms than the rocks 
That bind your ſhores, and circle your fair iſland ; 
But I muſt not return. | 
Leo. How ! 
Arc. Not! 
Pat. Till I have | 
Perform'd 2 duty: know, great king, I have 
Commiſſion for my flay. I came not hither 
Wichout command; legate from him, before 
W hoſe angry breath the rocks do break aud thaw ; 
To whoſe nod the mountains humble their proud heads, 
er, The earth, the water, air, and heaven is his, 
And all the ſtars that ſnine with evening flames, 
Shew but their trembling, when they wait on him: 
This ſupreme king's command I have obey d, 
Who ſent me hither to bring you to him, 
And this ſtill wandering nation, to thoſe ſprings 
eo. Where ſouls are cverlaſtingly refréſh'd; 
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' Unto thoſe gardens, whoſe immortal flowers 

Stain your imagin'd ſhades, and bleſt abodes. 
Leo. What place is this? 


Pat. Heaven; now a great way off, 
But not acceſſible to thoſe permit 


Their precious ſouls be ſtrangled thus with miſts, * 


And falſe opinion of their gods. 

Arc. No more 

Pat. I muſt fay more in my great maſter's cauſe ; 
And tell you, in my dreams, he hath made me hear 
From the dark wombs of mothers, priſon'd infants 
Confcfling how their parents are miſled, 

And calling me thus Er to be their freedom. 
Have pity on yourſelves; be men, and let not 
A blind devotion to your painted gods—— — 

Dic. He does blaſpheme! Accept me, Jove, thy prieſt, 
And this my ſacrifice. Ha! mine arms grow ſtiff, 
1 feel an ice creeping through all my blood ! 
There's winter in my heart! I change o' th' ſudden, 
Am grown a ſtatue, every limb is marble ! 
| Ye gods! take pity on me; in your cauſe 

I wither thus! Jove, if thou haſt a lighrning, . 
Beſtow ſome here, and warm me. | 
Cor. Strange ! ; | 5 
End. Father! Brother, if he ſhould die now ? 


Fer. Iam his eldeſt ſon, he ſhall find me reaſonable; 


He may 2 worſe, conſidering how long I have been 
of age. 

Dic. No power let fall compaſſion ! I have 
Offended. Whom ? I know not: this good man 
roryive ; and, if the deity thou ſerv'ſt 
Can put a life into this frozen pile, 

Pray for me. 

Leo. Villain, wouldſt thou owe thy life 
To the mercy of the power he ſerves? 

Arc. With rather 
To rot for ever thus. 

Leo. And if thou dieſt, | 
I'll build a temple here; and, in this poſture, 

| Kings 
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Kings ſhall kneel to thee, and on ſolemn days 8 
Preſeut their crowns ; queens ſhall compoſe thee gar- 
ands, | * 
Virgins ſhall ſing thy name, and around thy neck 
And arms, diſperſe tlie riches of their art; 
Next to our gods we'll honour thee: keep from 
The impoſtor. , 
Cor. I have no meaning to come near him. 
Pat Give me thy hand : now move, and may thy 
heart | | 
Find ſoftneſs too; this mercy is the Jeaſt 
Of my > maſter's treaſures. 
Dic. 1 feel my heat | 
Return'd, and all my rocky parts grow ſupple : 
Let the firſt uſe I make. of their reſtoration, be 
To bend my knees to you. | 
Pat. Bow them to him, 
That gave me power to help thee. 
Fer. He is well again. 
Dic. I find a beam let into my dar's ſoul. 
Oh! rake me to your faith ; here I give back 
Myſelf to ſerve your god. | 
Leo. Trait'rous to heaven 
Come from him. 
Dic. Bid my haſte forſake a bleſſing. 
End. Father. 
Dic. Call this good man your father, boys. 
Arc. He's mad, and I am frantick at this baſe 
Apoſtacy. My lord, think how you may 
Provoke our gods, and the king's anger. Li 
Pat. Fear e 
His wrath, that made, and can let fall tlie world. 
Fer. He may yet do me as great a courteſy 
As dying comes to, if his error hold, 
And the king's anger. 
Leo. Dotard 
Return, and proſtrate to the gods we worſhip ; 
Or, though his witchcraft now protect thy elf, 
Thy ſons ſhall bleed, WW 
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Fer. How's that! 

Leo. To ſatisfy „ 

The gods and us, with the next morning's ſun 
Unleſs thou riſe, and ſacrifice to our alcars, 
Down from that rock, which over-looks the ſea, 
They ſhall be thrown; my vow is fix'd. 

Fer. Dear father. | | 

Leo Take them away, their fates depend on him, 

Dic. Oh! I am loſt, 

Pat. Thou art found. | 

Dic. Forſake me not, poor boys! My j rayers and 

bleſſing. 

Pat. Set forward now in heaven's name, | 
And finiſh our proceſſion. D Exeunt. 
Leo. Death purſue 'em.; | 
Will nothing make them feel our wrath ? 

Cor. The charm 
Will not laſt atways. 

Arc. Their fate is not yet ripe ; 

Be not dejected, fir, the gods cannot 

Be patient long. Mean time, let me adviſe, 
Not by your laws, or other open force, 
To proſecute em; but diſguiſe your anger. 

Leo HOW? 5 | 

Arc. What matter 1s't, ſo we deſtroy theſe wretches, 
What ways we take ? invite him to your court; 
Pretend, I know not what deſires, to hear 
More of his faith; that you find turns within 
Your heart, and tremble at the miracle 
Wrought upon Dich ; when he's in your poſſeſſion. 
A thouſand ſtratagems may be thought upon 
To ſend his giddy ſoul moſt ers off, to 
That fine fantaſtical reward he dreams on 
In the other world. | 

Leo. Thou haſt pleas'd us, Archimagus. 

Cor. Great Ceanerachius has infpir'd the prick ! 
This is the only way. TW 

Con. I do not like it. 


Leo, It ſhall be ſo; he ſhall be thus invited, 


And 
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And we will meet him with our queen and daughters, 
Who ſhall compoſe themſelves to entertain him. 
Arc. Leave me t inſtruct my princely charge, 
your daughters. | | 
Leo. Be ſtill their bleſt director; to thy charge 
We gave them up long ſince, but do not tell em 
What happen'd to the apoſtate Dichy ; women 
Have ſoluble and eaſy hearts, that accident 
May ftartle their religion: keep em firm 
In the devotion to our gods, whoſe virgins. 
We hope to call them ſhortly, if their zeal 
Maintain that holy flame that yet hath fill'd 
Their boſoms. | 
Arc. They are the darlings of the temple. 
Leo. Conallus, you ſhall be the meſſenger, 
And bear our invitation. | 
Arc. Trouble not 
The prince, impoſe that buſineſs on my care, 
Leo. Be it fo. 
Con. I am glad J am off the employment. 
Leo. All ways to ſerve our gods are free and good, 
When ſhed for them, they take delight in blood. [Ex. 


. 


* 
— — 


- e . 
Exter Ethne and Fedella, dancing. 
—_— Am weary, and yet I wou'd have more. 
Mou heart | | 
Was never more diſpos'd to mirth, Fedella. 
Fed. Mine is as light as yours, lifter; 1 am 
All air, methinks. | 
Eth. And I all mounting fire. 
Fed. Tis well we are alone. 
Eth. "Tis ill we are: 
This heat oyr ſervants ſhould have given us. 
Fed. I wonder we cannot ſee 'em ; they W 


* 


Since we firſt took them to our favour, guilty 


Forget what we deſerve in loving them, 


Than all the bands of ſtate. 
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Of ſuch neglect. 7 
Eth. You wrong our birth and blood, 
To think they dare neglect us; for, if they 


They owe more duty, as we are the king's 
Daughters, than to diſpleaſe us ſo. 

Fed. That binds 
But form, and heartleſs ceremony: ſiſter, 
By _ fayour, I had rather hold my ſervant 
By his own love, that chains his heart to mine, 


Erb. I am of thy mind too; wou'd they were here; 
TI ſhall be ſad again ;—hc! what a thing tis 
For two ladies to be in love, and alone without 
A man ſo long. ie 

Enter Rodamant, 

Fed. Here's one 

Eth. A fooliſh one, our governor's ſervant : 
How now, Rodamant ? - 

Rad. Keep oft. 

Fed What! is the fellow conjuring ? 

Rod. 1 worr'd, but Icannot read theſe deviliſh names 
Eb. How long haſt chou ſerv'd Archimagus? 

Rod. Long enough ro have had a devil of my own, 
if he had pleaſed: I have drudged under im almoſt 
theſe ſeven years, in hope to learn the trade of 
mag ick, and none of his ſpirits will obey me; wou'd 
I were a witch, then I ſhould have a familiar, a ſuck- 
ing devil, upon occaſion, to do me ſervice. 


Fed. A devil as 
Red. O! I loved him of a child. | 


£th. What wouldſt thou do with the devil? 
Rod Only exerciſe my body, take the air now and 
then over ſteeples; and fail once a month to Scotland, 


2 — * s ge 
in a ſieve, to fee my triends, I have a granam there, 1 
if 1 had been ruled, would not have ſeen me wanted de 


a devil at theſe years. Pray, madam, ſpeak to my 
| maſter 
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maſter for me, that my friends may not laugh at me, 
when I come out of my time: he has ſpirits enough, 
I defire none of his grandees, a little Don Diego 
Diabolo would ſerve my turn, if he have but skill in 
love, or phylick. | 

Fed. Phylick, for what? art ſick ? 

Rod. I am not ſick, but I am troubled with a deſ- 
perate conſumption. | 

Eth. How ? 

Fed. Why, that's nothing. . ; 
Rod. To you, that are great ladies, and feed high; 
Bur, to a man that is kept lean and hungry, 
A little falling of the gem is ſeen. 5 

Eth. I heard thee name love; pr'ythee, art thou in 

love? 

Rod. In love ! look on my ſore eyes. 

Eth. They are well enough, and thou canſt ſee. 

Rod. Yes, I can ſee a liule with em; wou'd they 

were out, 

Eth. how! out? | 

Rod. Out of their pain. I have but ſeven teeth and 
a half, and four of them are rotten; - here's a 
ſtump, a pick-ax cannot dig out of my gums. 

Fed. Are theſe ſigns of love? 

Rod. O infallible. Beſides, I cannot ſleep, 
For dreaming of my miſtreſs. | 

Eth. So, and what's her name? 

Rod. You ſhall pardon me, ſhe is — 

Eth. A man, or a woman ? | 

Rod. Nay, ſhe is a woman, as ſure, as ſure as you 
are the queen's daughter. I name no-body ; do not. 
you ſay tis the queen. I am what I am, and ſhe is 
what ſhe is. N : 
_ Eth. Well faid. | 

Rod. And, if I live, I will die for her. But, I for- 
get myſelf, I had a meſſage to tell you: firſt, my 
maſter commends him to your graces, .and will be 


here preſently : ſecondly, I baye news; do you know 
What I mean ? 1 | 
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Fed. Not we. i Po 
Rod Why then, my lord Ferochus, and his brother Th 


| Endarius; you know em? | W 
i , Eth. What of chem! | , 
| Rod. And they know you, Tt 
| Fed. To the purpole. W 
| Rod. I know not that, bu: they are Fl: 
1 Eth. What? * 
| Rod. Not made for worms meat. 
| Ted. What means tie fellow? c | 

' Rod. The king has commanded, they ſhall be Ne 

thrown from a rock into ine ſea, that's all: bur Ot 

here's my miſter can tell you the whole ſtory. LEx. Ti 

Eth. What ſaid che {creeich-owl ? 
Enter Archimagus, | 
Fed We hope Archimagus brings better news: U 

| And yet his face is caſt into a form of ſorrow. 1 
f What are theſe: 0 
|: Arc. Read, and colleck your noble forces up; T 
þ : You will be loſt elſe : alas ! poor ladies, | * 
9 How ſoon their blood is frighted! T 
1 Eth. Every character 
Ea Gives my poor heart a wound, 
| Fed. Alas: how much © miſchief is contain'd A 


In this poor narroõ-w-w . ! 
Eth. Can chis be | 
Arc. Madam, tag 111143 the anger of the king 
Is heavy and inn ge; you ma Te 
Believe what = 14d pens have bled to you : 
They have no hene, not once, before they die, L 
To ſee your 1d eyes, and take their leave, 
And weep into vour boſom their laſt farewel. 
Fed.] nuſt not, ſhall not die fo, 
Arc. Je muſt, madam. | 
1 Eth. die with them too then: ſiſter, ſhall 
N They the world without our company ? 
. Fed Could not you bend the king, our cruel father? 


2 Vou ſhould have faid, we loved them; you have moſt \ 
| > | | 55 Pow er 


3 
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Power to prevail with him; you ſhould have told him, 
The gods would be offended, and revenge their death 
With ſome ſtrange curſe upon this iſland. | 

Eth. You knew our loves, and all our meetings, fir; 
They were not without you, nor will we live 
Without them, tell our father. Did our hearts 
Flatter themſelves with mirth, to be ſtruck dead 
With this, this murdering news. *I to the king. 

Arc. wid and contain yourſelves ; your loves are 

rave, | 

Nor ſhall your flame die thus; as I was firſt 
Of counſel with your thoughts, I will. preſerve 'em : 
They ſha'not die, if my brain leave me not, 

Fed. Oh! I cou'd dwell upon his lips to thank him, 

Arc. But they muſt then be Bain d. 

Eth. That's death! 
Unleſs we go along to exile with them. | 

Arc. I have the way; they ſhall deceive the ſentence 
Of the enraged king, and live: nor ſhall 
This be reward of your affections; 
You thall converſe more often, and more freely 
Than ever, if you dare be wiſe and ſecret. | 

Fed. You make us happy 

Arc. Here's your elder brother : 
Away, and truſt to me. 


Enter Corybreus. 


Cor. Health to our prieſt. 
Arc. And to your highneſs. 


Enter Emeria and Conallus. 
Do you ſee that couple ? | 
Cor. My brother, and the fair Emeria, Milclu's 
daughter. 50 
Out of their way; but ſo, to reach their voice: 
This place of th garden's apr. | 8 
Arc. Obſerve em. 


Em. But will you not, my lord, repent t) have 


placd 3 
Your love ſo much unworthily, 
Con. Oh! never. 
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My beſt Bneria, thou haſt a wealth 
fn rhy own virtue, above all the world: 
Be conſtant, and I'm bleſt. 

Em, This hand, and heaven 
Be witneſs where my heart goes. 

Cor. If my fate 5 
Cannot enjoy thy love, I ſhall grieve both 
Your deſtinies. . 

Arc. Be confident! you ſhall 
Enjoy her, if you'll follow my directions. 

Cor. Thou art my genius: but ſhe's very holy; 
And, I fear, too religious to her vows : 


She is devoted much to Ceanerachius, head of the gods. 


Arc. Sir, her piety 
Prepares your conqueſt, as I'll manage things; 
I wo'not truſt the air too much. 

Con. This kiſs, and all's confirm'd. 

Em. Pray, my lord, uſe | 
My poor heart kindly, for you take it wich you. 

Con. I leave mine in exchange. Exit. 
Arc. He is gone: advance | : 
To your miſtreſs, and, if you want art to move her, 
I ſha'not, fir, to make you proſper : tis 
Firmly deſign'd; when we meet next, you ſhall - 
Know more. „ LExit. 

Cor. Bow now, my fair Bneria. 
nn. I do belcech your highneſs' pardon ; 
I did think I was alone, 

Cor. Alone you are 
In beauty, ſweet Emeria, and all 
The graces of your ſex. = 75 

Em. You are roo great to flatter me 

ge Comes 
Lo near the wickeduels of court praiſe, I dare not, 
With modefty, imagine your heart means ſo. 

Gr. Let, in this garden, when you ſeem'd moſt 

„Olitarr, 


. 
y 


Madam, you had many fair and ſweet comj an'ons, 


En. Not I, fir. 
Cor, Yes, and wy rivals too, Tmeia; 


And 


And now they court thy beauty in my preſence, 
Proud erring things of nature: do'ſt not ſee, 
As thou doſt move, how every amorous plant 
Doth bow his leavy head, and becken thee ; 
The wind doth practiſe dalliance with thy hair, 
And weave a thouſand pretty nets within 
To catch itſelf. 
That violet droop'd but now; | 
How tis exalted at thy ſmile, and ſpreads 
A virgin boſom to thee. There's a roſe 
Would have ſlept ſtill within his bud ; but, at 
Thy preſence, it doth open his thin curtains, 
And, with warm apprehenſion, looking forth _ 
Betrays her love in bluſhes : and that woodbine, 
As it would be divorced from the ſweet-brier, 
Courts thee to an embrace. It is not dew, 
That, like ſo many pearls, embroider all 
The flowers; but tears of their complaint, with fear 
To loſe thee, from whoſe eye they take in all 
That makes them beautiful ; and, with humble necks, 
Pay duty unto thee, their only ſpring. 

£m. Your grace 1s courtly. 

Cor. When theſe dull vegetals 
Shew their ambition to be thine, Eneria, 
How much ſhould we, that have an active ſoul 
To know and value thee, be taken with 
This beauty? yet, if you dare truſt me, madam, 
There's none, within the throng of thy admirers, 
More willing, more devote, to be thy ſervant, 
Than Corybreus. | | 

Em, J muſt again beſeech 
Your pardon, and declare myſclf moſt ignorant: 
Pray ſpeak your meaning in a dialect 
I underſtand. 

Cor. Why, I do love you, madam. 

Em. If this be it, I dare not, fir, beli:ve 
You condeſcend ſo low to love Emeria, 
A worthleſs thing. 

Cor. Why not? I love you, madam, 
If there be difference of our birth or ate. 

Ca When 
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When we are compar'd, it ſhou'd make me the firſt 
In your fair thoughts. Come, you muſt love again, 
And meet me with an equal active flame. 
Em. T am more skill'd in duty, fir, than love. 
Cor. You would be coy : your heart is not beſtow'd. 
Em. Indeed it Is, | 
Cor. On whom? 
£m, I muſt not name. | : ; 
Cor. Were he my brother did twiſt heart with thine, 
That act ſhould make him ſtranger to my blood, 
And I would cut him from his bold embraces. 
Em. Alas! I fear. 
Cor. I know you will be wiſe, 
And juſt to my deſires, Emeria, | 
When you ſhall ſee my love bid faireſt for you; 
And that preſented from a prince, who knows H 
No equal here. Come, I already promiſe | 
Myſelf pofſeſs'd of thoſe fair eyes, in which 
I, gazing thus, at every ſearch diſcoyer 8 
New cry ſtal heavens: thoſe tempting cheeks are mine, H 
A garden wich freſh flowers all the winter: | 
N Thnoſe lips invite to print my ſoul upon em, 
| Z Or loſe it in thy breath, which I'll convey. 
1 Down to my heart, and wiſh no other ſpirit, 
| As loth to change it for my own again. 
| How in thy boſom will I dwell, Zmeria, 


ll And tell the azure winding of thy veins, | 

| That flow, yet climb thoſe ſoft and ivory hills, 
„ W hoſe ſmooth deſcent leads to a bliſs, that ma 

{ Be known, but puzzle art and tongue to ſpeak it? 

[ I pr 'ythee do not uſe this froward motion; 
I muſt, and will be thine. | 

En Be your own, fir, 
And do not thus afflict my innocence : _ 
Had you the power of all the world, and man, 
You could not force my will, which you have frighted 
More from you chan my duty, although powerful, 
Can call again You are not modeſt, fir; 
Indeed I fear you are not: I muſt leave you; 
Better deſires attend your grace and me. Cat 
OP 
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Cor. This wo'not gain her; her heart's fix'd upon 
My brother; all my hope is in Arebimagus; 
She is a frozen thing, yet ſhe may melt. 
If their diſdain ſhould make a man deſpair, 
Nature miſtook in making woman fair. (Exit. 


An altar diſcover'd, two idols upon it, Archimagus and 
priefts ; lights and incenſe prepared by Rodamant. 


Rod. Theſe be new deities, made fince yeſterday ; 
We ſhift our gods, as faſt as ſome ſhifc trenchers: 
Pray, fir, what do you call their names ? they are 
But half-gods, demi-gods as they ſay, there's 
Nothing — the navel. 

Arc. This, with the thunder-bolt, is Jupiter. 

Rod. Jupiter]! Tis time he were cut off by the middle, 
He has been a notable thunderer in his days. 

Prieſt This is Mars. . 

Rod Mars, from the middle upward. Was it by my 
Lady Venus direction that he is diſmember'd too: 
He that overcame all in a full career, looks now lie 
a demi-lance. 

Arc. Are they not lively form'd ? But, ſirrah, away, 
Tell the young ladies the king is upon enterance. 


Enter king, queen, Covallus : at the other door Ethne, 
| PFedella; they all kneel. 
Arc. To Jove and Mars the king doth pay 
His duty, and thus humbly lay 
Upon this altar, his bright crown; 
Which is not his, if they but frown. 
In token you are pleas'd, let ſome 
Celeſtial flame make pure this room. CL fame be- 
The gods are pleas'd, great king, and we bird the a.. 
Return thy golden wreath to thee, tar. 
More ſacred by our holy fume; 
None to the altar yet preſume. 
Now ſhoot your voices up to Four, 
To Mars, and all the powers above. 


{After the ſong the queen offers, and her daughters, gar- 
lands; which are plac'd upon the heads of the idols. 
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Pee SONG, at the altar. 


Come away ; oh come away, 

And trembling, trembling, pay 

Your pious vows to Mars and Jove. 
 _#W hile ave do ſine, 

Gums of precious odours bring, 

And light them with your love. 


As your holy fires do viſe, 
ng to wonder | 
| hat new flame Te 
T hither came 17 0 
To <vait upon his thunder. 
[ pe ſong being ended, the idol that preſented Jupiter, 
moveth. | 


King. Archimagus ! Conallus ! ſee! my children ! 
The ſtatue moves 
Arc. Approach it not too near, 


Hh. It is prodigtous ! | 1 
Arc. With deyotion | | | 
Expect what follows, and keep reverend diflance : t! 
I am all wonder ! | C 
Yup. King Leogarius, q 
Jode doth accept thy vows and pious offerings, 
And will ſhow'r bleſſings on thee, and this kingdom, 


If thou preſerve this holy flame burns in thee. 
But take heed thou decline not thy obedience, 
Which thou ſhalt beſt declare by thy juſt anger 
Againſt that chriſtian ſtraggler, Patrick; whoſe 
_ Blood muſt be ſacrific'd to us, or you 
Muſt fall in your remiſs and cold religion. 
When yon are merciful to our. deſpiſers, 
You pull our wrath upon you, and this iſland. 
My duty is perform'd, and I return 
To my firſt fone, a cold and filent ſtatue. | 
Are. What cannot all-commanding Fove? "Tis now 
That artificial tongueleſs thing it was: 
How are you bound to honour Jupiter? 
That, with this range and publick teftimony, 
Arcepts your veal, Purſue what you intended, 
- Aue 
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And meet this enemy to the gods, that now _ 
Expects your entertainment. ; 
King. I obey. 
Come, my queen, and daughters. 
Queen. I attend you, fir. 
Rod. Is not the queen a lovely creature, fir ? 
N how nov, Rodamant, what paſhon's this? 
Rod. On! that I durſt unbutton my mind to her. 
Arc. Your princely daughters pray they may have 
To offer in their gracitude to the gods (leave 
One other prayer, and they will follow, fir. 
King. They are my pious daughters: come, Conallus. 
: [ Exennt Ring, queen, Conallus, Sec. 
Arc, They are gone ; uncloud. 
Terd Oh! my dear miſtreſs, is not the king mock'd 
Liub. My moſt lov'd Endavius ! (rarely? 
Arc. Have I not don't, my charge? 
Fed. Moft quaintly. Welcome 
To thy Fedella. | 
Rod. Hum, how's this? more *ſcapes of Jupiter? 
they have found their nether parts; the gods are be- 
come fine mortal gentlemen. Here's precious jug- 
gling, if 1 durſt talk on't. | 
Arc. Not a ſyllable, as you deſire not to be torn 
in pieces, tir. N 
Rod. Gods, quorh'a; I held a candle before the devil. 
Ayc. To the door, and watch. | 
Rod. So, I muſt keep the door too ; here's like to 
be holy doings. | 
Fer. We owe Archimagus for more than life: 
For your loves; without which, life is a curſe. 
Arc. The muſick prompts you to a dance. 
Lb. T th' temple ! 
Arc. Tis moſt ſecure; none dare betray you here. 
lub. We muſt away. | 
Fer. My life is going from me. 
Fed. Farewel. | pied 
Arc. The king expects; now kiſs and part. 
Eth.W hennext we meet, pray give me back my heart 
Read. I am an eſquire by my office. OY. 
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. 
Enter Rodamant. 
Rod. H! my royal love! Why ſhould I not 
love the queen? I have known as ſimple 
a fellow as I, has been in love With her horſe: nay, 
they ha' been bedfellows in the ſame litter; and, in 
that humour, he would have been leap'd, if the beaſt 


could have been provok'd to incontinence. But what 
if the king ſhould know on't, and very lovingly cir- 


cumciſe me for it, or hang me up a gracious ſpecta- 


cle, with my tongue out, a perch for ſparrows? Why, 
I ſhould become the gallows, o' my conſcience : Oh! 
I would ſtretch in ſo gentle poſture, that the ſpecta- 
tors all ſhould edify, and hang by my example. 
Enter Bard. | 
The king's merry bard : if he have overheard, he'll 
fave the hangman a labour, and rhime me to death. 
Bard Rodamant, my half man, half gobling, all 
fool, how ist? When didſt thou ſee the devil? 
Rod. Alas! I never had the happineſs. 


Bard. Why, then, thou art not acquainted with 


thy beſt friend. 


Sings. Hate you never ſeen in the air, 
One ride <vith a burning ſpear, 
_ an old witch with a pad, 
or the devil a ſore breech had; 
With lightning, and thunder, 
And many more wonder: 
His eyes indeed-law, ſir, 
As <wide as a ſawcer 2 
Oh, this cuou d have male my boy mad. 

Rod. An honeſt, merry trout. 

Bard. Thou ſay'ſt right, gudgeon : gape, and I'll 
throw in a buſhel. Why does thy noſe hang over 
thy mouth, as it would peep in to tell how many 
teeth thou haſt ? IE 
Rod. Excellent Bard] oh, brave Bard! ha, Bard! 

| | Bard. 


do 


4 
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Bard. Excellent fool.! oh, fine fool! ha, fool 1 


Rod. Pr'ythee, with what news, and whither is 
thy head travelling ? 


Bard. My head and my ter mY one way, and both 
| 


je news is, that one 


now at their journey's end. : 
Patrick, a ſtranger, is invited to court: this way he 
mult come ; and I, like one of the king's wanton 
whelps, have broke looſe from the kennel, and come 
thus afore to bark, and bid him welcome : the king 
and queen will meet him. | 

Rod. Has the king invited him? 

Bard. What elſe, man ? 


Sings. Oh, the queen, and the king, and the royal offspringy 


With the lords and ladies ſo gay, . 
I tell you not a trick, to meet hs man Patrick, 
Are all now trooping this way. 
T his man, report fings, does many ſtrange things 2 
Our prieſts and our bards muſt give place: 
He cares not a ftrqw, for our ſword, or club-law ; 
Oh, J long 10 bebald his gay face ! 
Rod. Pr'ythee a word, thou didſt name the queen; 
does ſhe come too: 0 

Bard. By any means. 

Kod. Well, tis a good foul. 

Bard. Who? | 

Rod. The queen. 

Bard. The queen is't? Doſt make but a ſoul o. 
her 1 Treaſon. I have heard ſome fooliſh philoſo- 
phers affirm, that women have no ſouls : twere well 
for ſame they had no bodies; but to make no body 
of the queen, is treaſon, if it be not felony. 

Rod. Oh, my royal love ! 


Bard. Love! arc thou in love, Rodamant ? Nay, 
then thou may'ft talk treaſon, or any thing. Fol ja 


and madneſs are laſh free, and may ride cheek by jo 


with a judge. But doſt thou know what love is, thou 4 


one of Cupid's over- grown monkies? Come, crack 
me this nut of love, and take the maggot for thy labour. 
Rod. Pr'ythee do thou ſay what tis: 
= Bard. 
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Bard. No, I will ſing a piece of my mind, and love 
to thee, | 
Sings. Love is a bog, a deep bog, a wide bog + 
Love is a clog, a great clag, a cloſe clog o 
"Tis a wilderneſs to loſe ourſelues: 
A halter tis to nooze ourſelves : 
Then draw Dun out o th mire; 
And throw the clog into the fire. 
Keep in the king s highway) 
And, ſober, you cannot ſtray. 
If thou admire no female elf, 
T he halter may go hang itſelf. | 
Drink wine, and be merry, for love is a folly; 
And dwells in the houſe of melancholly. 1 
Rod. Tis ſuch a merry baboon, and ſhoots quills 
like a porcupine. But, who's this? 


Enter St. Patrick, and his train, at one door + at the 


other, the king, queen, his ſons and daughters, Mil- 
cho, Archimagus, and prieſts. | 
Bard. Tis he, I know him by inſtinct. 
Sings. Patrick, evelcome to this iſle, 
See how every thing doth ſmile, 
To thy ſtaff and thy mitre, 
And lawn that is whiter : (fowvn. 
And every ſhaven crown, a <velcome, welcome to 
Look where the Ring and queen do greet thee : 
"0a my ſons are come to meet thee : 
And ſee where a pair is, of very fine fairies, 
PP Prepared too, | 
hat thou may ſt report, thy welcome to court, 
he Bard 2 . 


And ſo, pray father, give me your bleſſing. 


Pat. Ithank thee, courteous Bard, thy heart is honeſt, 


But to the king my duty. 


King. Welcome, Patrick, 
For ſo thou call'ſt thyſelf; we have thrown off 
Our anger, and with calm and melting eyes 
Look on thee. Thou haſt piety to forgive 
5 | Our 
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Our former threats and language ; and, to ſatisfy 
For our denial of ſome humble cottages, 
Againſt the hoſpitable laws of nature, 
We give thee now our palace, uſe it freely. 
Myſelf, our queen, and children, will be all 
Thy gueſts, and owe our dwellings to thy favour. 
There are ſome things of venerable mark 
Upon thy brow ; thou art ſome holy man, 
Deſign'd, by providence, to make us happy. 
Again, moſt welcome to us. 
Queen. His aſpect 8 h 
Doch promiſe goodneſs, Welcome. 
Cor. To us all. 5 5 ; 
Pat. If this be hearty, heaven will not permit 
Your charities unrewarded. | 
Cor. I am wear | 
Of theſe dull complements, Archimagus. 


To change embraces with Hneria. 
Receive this, which, worn upon your arm, 
Is ſo, by power of magick, forcify'd, 
You ſhall go where you pleaſe inviſible, 
Until you cake it off. Go to your miſtreſs. 
Cor. Sofcly, my dear Archimagus ; the reſt 
—_ in a whiſper : I ſhall be jealous of 
he intelligencing air. Talk apart. 
King. You may be confident Et] 
Our favour ſpreads to all. But where is Dichu, 
Your convert? We'll receive him to our grace too, 
Pat. He durſt nor, fir, approach your royal pre- 
And grief for the ſad fate of his two fons, (ſence ; 
Hath made him weary of ſociety : 
Not far off, in a wood, he means to wear out 
His life in prayer and pennance. | 
Arc. How do you taſte it? 
Cor. "Tis rare, and muſt ſucceed to my ambition, 
Arc, Loſe no time then. | | 
Cor. 1 fly : command me ever. [Exit Corybreus. 
King. I am not well o' th' ſudden, 
Queen. How? What is't 
That doth offend the king? 


King. 


Arc. J am prepar'd ; I know your blood's a longir g 
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King. An evil conſcience. Alas! my children. 
Con. Father! 
Arc. Sir! | | T 
Eih. Pray ſpeak to us | 
King. How ſhall I _ ; | 

Win credit with this good man, that I have 

Repented for the blood of Dichu's ſons? 

Pat. If you diſſemble not with heaven, I can di 
Be eaſily gain'd, fir, to believe, and pray for you. 
King. Some wine: it is the greateſt-ceremoyy 

Of love with us, the ſeal of reconcilement. 
Let ſome one bring us wine; I wo'not move 
Until I drink to this bleſt man. TELY x 
Arc. Away. _ [To an attendant. 
King. This place ſhall be remember'd to poſterity, 
Where Leogarius firſt:ſhew'd himſelf friend | 
To holy Patrick. Tis religious thirſt, —+ 
That will not ler me expect, ill more return. 
There is a ſtream of peace within my heart. 
Arc. Tis rarely counterfeited. [Aſide 
Con. He is my father, _ | 
J ſhould elſe tell him, tis not like a king 
Thus to conſpire a poor man's death. What thinks 
Our royal mother? Is it juſt to take, 
By ſtratagem, this innocent man's life? 
een. What means my ſon ? 
Con. Shall I betray the plot 
Yet, and preſerve him? See, theywine. 
Arc. The wine | N 
Attends Ou, i / (Patrick, , 
King. T's well; fill us a chearfül cup. Here, 
We drink thy welcome to the Iriſh coaſts. 
Eth. What does my father mean to do with this 
Dull thing? He'll never make a courtier. 
Fed. His very looks have turn'd my blood already. 
Arc. I'll ſpice his cup. 
King. Do't ſtrongly. 
Juen. There's ſomething within prompts me to pity 
This ſtranger. ed! "I po 
Con. Do you love wine, fir ? 


2228820 
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Pat. 


Con. 
Arc. 


If I did not 


. * * 1 ® s 


Pleaſe you, fir. 


King. Come, to our queen. 


Rod. 


My royal love: would I had the 


drink to her, or kiſs the cup. 


Pat. 


. 


My duty. 
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I ſhould preſume, againſt my nature, once 
To legs the king that hath thus honour d us. 


Do not, I ſay; do not. | 


* 


grace te 
4 ws 


Now obſerve, fir, the change: he has it home, 


Rod. I cannot live; my heart wo'not hold out. 
King. Forbear, as you affect your life. 
Queen. How's this? Now I ſuſpect, Canallus. 
Pat. I have one boon to ask your majeſty, 
Since you look on us with this gracious ſmile, - 
That you would give my poor companions 


To bui 


It ſhall be the firſt 


Id a little chapel in this. place, 


nument of your love, 


leave 


To uſe qur own religion : the ground offers 


Plenty 


King. Not yet 
Pat. Twill bind us ever to pray for you. 
King. 


of ſtone, the coſt and pain be ours. 


If it were violent, as thou ſay ſt, 


By this time knawn to his bowels. 


Pat. 


Sir, you mind not 


The humble ſuit I make. 


Arc. 
Pat. 
Ring 


Arc. 


Not yet! | 
Grear Sir. 


au- 


it had 


[pity 


King. It does not alter him He rather looks 
With freſher blood upon him. 


'Tis my wonder 


I did not truſt another to prepare his cup. 
King. Come, tis not poiſon ; we are abus'd, 


Are. 
Pat. 


Upon my life. 
The king is troubled. 


King. Prepare another. 


Arc. 
Rod. 


Re 
Rod 


It ſhall be done. 


I did, fir. 
And you ſhall taſte it. 
Wou'd I were but one. 


King. Come hither, ſirrah: you brought this wine. 


Kirg 


#. 
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King. I will have it ſo: come, drink our health. 
Rod. May I remember your good queen s. 

Arc. And he had the conſtitution of an elephant, 
*T would pay him. | 

Queen. How Cheer you, fir ? 

Pat. Well, madam; but I obſerve 

Diſtractions in the king. | 
King. Nay, drink it off. 

Rod. And it were as deep as the root of Penmenmaure, 
my 715 love ſhould have it. 

King. Now we ſhall try the ingredients; it ſtirr'd 
Not him: has he done't ? | 

Rod. So. | 

Arc. Yes, and the change begins to ſhew already. 

Rod. Hoy, ho! — what's that? 
Bard. Where? 

Rod. Here, here abouts; was the wine burat? Oh! 
there's wild-fire in the winc, bs . 

Arc. It works on him. | 
Rod. There's ſquibs and crackers in my ſtomach : 

am not I poiſon'd ? -—- 

Bard. Poiſon'd ! we ſhall want a fool then. 

Rod. Away; I'll never drink again. 

Bard. Not often, and thou be'ſt poiſon'd. 

Red. It encreaſes: my royal love has poiſon'd me; 
her health has blown my bowels up. Oh! a cooler: 
wou'd I were awhile in the frozen ſea ! charity is 

not cold enough to relieve me: the devil is making 
fire-works in my belly. Ha! the queen; let me but 
ſpeak to the queen. Oh! madam, litile do you think 
that I have poiſon'd myſelf : oh! for your ſweet 
fake. But, howſoever: oh ! think upon me, when 1 
am dead. I bequeath my heart: oh! there tis al- 


ready: my royal love, farewel. alli. 
Arc. What think you now ? it hath diſpatch'd 


him raving. EO ; 
Pat. Madam, you ſhew a pious heart: I find 
My death was meant; but, tis heaven's goodnels 
1 ſhould not fall by poiſon : do not loſe - | 
Your charity, 

Rard. He's dead, 


i -. 


Pat, 


” SIP 
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Pat. Pray, let me ſee the fellow ? 4 


King. It affrights me! this was ſome treaſon meant 
And thee, good man: how, I am innocent. (to us, 
Pat. How ſoon death would devour him ? 
Arc. Paſt your cure. | 
Pat. That power we ſerve, can call back life; and 
He has a little motion. | (ſee, 
Bard. He breathes too.; nay, then he may live to 
have the other cup: madam, this Patrick is a rare = 
fician: if he ſtays with us, he'll make us all immortal. 
King. Alive again] Oh, let me honour thee ! 
Queen. We cannot, fir, enough. 
Receive me, Patrick, | 
A weak diſciple to thee: my ſoul bids me 
Embrace thy faith; make me a chriſtian. (ſome 
King. How! Didſt thou hear, Archimagus? Let 
| Convey our queen hence; her weak conſcience melts: 
ell be a chriſtian, ＋ * J hate her, a 
And do confine her to the houſe of Milcho, 
Our zealous provoſt. | 
Pat. Tis the king's pleaſure, madam, 
I ſhould attend you hence. 
Dueen, Where the king pleaſe. 
Pat. In any priſon, madam, I dare viſit you: 
Be comforted ; they do but fight with heaven. 
Con. I'll wait upon my mother. [Exeunt. 
In Look to my daughters, 
Left this change work. on them. 
Arc. They are my charge. 
King. Be not dejected, Patrick; we do mean 
All 2 to thee: ſet forward; have a care ö 
Of that poor fellow. 
Pat. I'll attend you, fir; 
And truſt to providence, we ſhall be ſafe. [ Zxeunt. 
Bard How is't now, Rodamant? Doſt thou re- 
member thou wert dead ? Thou wert poiſon'd. 
Rod. There is a kind of grumbling in my guts till. 
Bard ſings., Come, wwe wwill drink a cup, boy, but of 


better brewing ; | 
And <e will drink it up, Joy, without any 
fear of ſ—g. 
D 2 Mine 
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Mine is unjuſt, that is taken on truſt ; *+ 
If it tarry with us it fats: 
A cup; boy 3 drink ups Joy 3 ; ö 
Aud let em go poiſon rats. ¶Zreunt. 
Enter Emeria. 


Em. What is it that doth ſit ſo heavy on me? 

Since Corybreus talk'd with me, I find a dullneſs in 
my brain; and 3 N | 

My eyes 1 7 as through a miſt, which hangs upon 
my lids, 1 

And W em down. He frighted me to hear him. 

He has a rugged and revengful nature; 

Not the ſweet temper that his brother owns. 


My dear Conallus; mine: alas! did TI 


Say mine ? Indeed, he is maſter of my heart; 
Bur ſomething makes me fear I ſhall not be 
So happy as 1 wiſh in his poſſeſſion : 


Vet we have vows on both ſides, holy ones, 
And marriage promis'd. Bur I am too loud : 
Yet not; my lodgings are remote, and privateſt 


Of all the court: and I have diſmiſs 'd the ſervants ; 
None near to reach my voice : then, till this give 
Acceſs, I need not fear the filent chambers. 


More clouds do | gre bout my eyes: tis ſtrange, 


I am not uſed to be inclin'd to ſleep, | ; 
While the day ſhines. Then take what nature offers, 
Emeria, and comply ; it may diſcharge 


Thy waking melancholly : fo, I feel 


It gently ſlide upon my ſenſes. 


Enter ſpirits before Corybreus, habited alorionſly, and 
| repreſenting Ceancrochi. 4 # 
Cor. So, ſo, this ammelet I find ſecures me 


From all obſervers ; and I now am in 


Her chamber, by a feat my ſpirit did me: 
Ha! ſhe ſleeps too; what a fine bawd the devil is? 
What opportunities he can frame to bring 
Theſe things to paſs ? I were beſt loſe no time. 
Madam, madam ; fair Bneria. 
En, Ha! who's that? was it a'voice that call'd 2 
a 75 
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Or, do I dream? Here's no- body; this key 


Made all without faft ; yet I'll ſee, (Exit. 


Cor. I had . | 
Forgot, ſhe'll never ſee me, if I do not OR 
Take off my charm ; perhaps I may again be viſible, 
If 1 ha'not loſt myſelf. 


Enter Emeria. 


Em, The doors are faſt. [Muſick is heard. 
Ha ! bleſs me, you powers ! 15 
This muſick is not frequent in my chambers. 
*Tis here; I know not where: I can ſee nothing. 
Cor. Emeria! | ; 
Em. Who is't that calls Bneria? goodneſs aid me! 
Cor. Put off thy fright, Emeria; yet I blame not 
Thy feeble ſenſe to tremble at my preſence ; 
Not us'd to mortal eyes, and unpre = E 
But gather ſtrength, and call thy blood again, 
W hoſe ſeat a paleneſs doth uſurp : I am 
Thy friend. "oF e 
En. But no acquaintance, ſure ! what are you? 
Cor. Not what I ſeem : I have aſſum'd this form, 
To tell thee what a happineſs is now | 
Coming from heaven upon thee. 
En. Upon me 
Cor. And, when the ſweet Emeria 1s collected, 
She will loſe her life again in joy and wonder. 
Em. My ſtrength returns: this is a gentle language; 


And ſpirit, if thou be'ſt one, ſpeak thy will. 


Cor. Then know, Emeria, I'm no mortal, 


But Ceancrochi, chief of all the gods, 


That now appear. 
En. I know not what to anſwer, 
But with my humble knee. 
Cor. Thy pure devotion, 
Richer than clouds of incenſe, myrrh and caſſia, 
And all the gums, whoſe piles make ſweet our altars, 


Hath been 1 to the gods, and me; 
1 


And I have left the palace of the bleſt, 


| (Where many glorious virgins wait, and want thee, 


A fellow ſinger in their heavenly quire) 
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To viſit, in this form, the fair Emeria, | XI 


And thank thee for thy pious ſacrifices : | | 
Riſe then, and be confirm'd ; we mean to honour 


Thy perſon and thy virtues. ' [ft $ 


Em. Can this roof 


Be fo much bleſt ? and can ſo great a deity 4.4 
Conſider my imperfect duty thus? [Kneels. 


Cor. To aſſure thy thoughts, ask faireſt virgin, what 


Thou moſt deſireſt; and it ſhall, firmer than 
The deſtinies, be made thine own. Haſt thon 


A wiſh to this world's glory, to be greater? 
Would'ft thou enlarge thy knowledge, or thy plea- 
Do'ft thou affect to have thy life extended (ſure 
Double the courſe of nature? or thy beauty 
Above the malice of diſeaſe, or time, . 
To wither ? Would'ſt thou ſee the book of fate, 
And read the various lines that fall into 

Thy life, as to their center ? Speak, and be 

Poſſeſt. If thou refuſe what here is nam'd, 


Thy wiſh will come too late, Emeria. 


Em, None of all theſe : let me be ftill accepted 


An humble ſervant to the gods. 


Cor. Then I | 
Will find ſome other way to thy reward : 
Firft, we releaſe that duty of thy knee ; 
Reach thy fair hand. i 

Em. I dare not. 

Cor. Do not tremble : 
It ſhall but meet another like thine own; 
For I had care, not to affright my virgin. 
Wat do'ſt thou ſee in me, that, to thy ſenſe, 
Ap; ears not man? Diviniry's too bright 
For thy weak eye ; and, therefore, I have clad, 
Ir bis no threat'ning ſhape, all that's divine! 
That I, with ſafety of thy ſenſe, Emeria, 
Might vifit thee, Come, I will ſee thee often, 
If rhou be wife to underſtand how much | 
It is my will to honour thee ; and I 
Will thus deſcend, and leave my beams behind, 
Whoſe brightneſs were enough to burn thee, 
To converſe with thee in a loving way, 


of 
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hed 


* 


Of ſmiling thus, and thus embracing thee ——» 


Of mixing palms ;.nay, I will kiſs thee too. 


Am. Do our gags practiſe this? ts 
Cor. Not, but with thoſe they mean, eſpecial grace 


to; ſuch as they know mult hereafter thine above 
with them, though meerly morcals, are ador'd : 


and ſeldom viſit the world, hid thus in ſleih and 
blood, which we at pleaſure can aſſume; ard have de- 
fires like you, and have our p iſſions too; can love, 


ay . and enjoy, where we will place the happineſs, 
elſe 


we had Jeſs than men. | 
Em. I thouglit the powers above had been all ho- 
Cor. Tis in them chaſtity; nor is it fin, (neſt. 
In thoſe we love, to meet with active flames, 
And be glad mochers to immortal iſſues: 


Ho oft hath Jove, who juſtly is ador d, 


Left heaven, to practiſe love with ſuch a fair one: 
The ſun, for one embrace of Daphne, would | 
Have pawn'd his beams: not one but hath, ſometimes, 
Deſcended, to make frui:ful weak mortality. 
Oh! if thou could'ſt but reach, Eneria, 


Wich thy imagination, what delight, 


What flowing extaſies of joy we bring 
Your ſex, made nice and cold by winter laws 
Of man, that freeze the blood, thou woula'tt be fond 
To my embraces, and perition me | 
To bleſs thee with a rape! yet I wooe thy 
Conſent, 9 5 | 
En. Away: 6 
Thou art no god, ſure, but 
Some vicious Impoſtor Can a deity 
Breathe ſo much impious language, and reward 
Virtue with ſhame ? | | 
Cor. Take heed, and do not vain - 
Thyſelf by raſh and froward oppoſition : 
Know, I can make thee nothing, at a breath. _ 
n. Better be ſo, than made ſo foul a being. 
Cor. Nay, then, what ſhould have been with thy 


conſent a bleſſing, ſhall now only ſerve my pleaſure, 


and I will take the forfeit of thy coldneſs, + 
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1 Em. Oh! help ſome man: I dare not call upon the 
| if | gods, for they are wicked grown; oh! help! 
1 [| Cor. I ſhall need none, thou thing of diſobedience ; 
thou art now within my power of love, or fury: 
yield, or I'll force thee into poſtures ſhall make plea- 
ſure weep, and hurl thee into wantonneſs. 
[He carries her in. 
T he devils rejoicing, in a dance conclude the a&. 


— 
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ACT IV. 
po Enter Milcho, and ſervant. _ 
Alc. WE O's with the queen, my priſoner? 
Serv. The prince Conallus came to viſit . 
her. BE [Exit ſervant. 
Milc. So: bid my daughter Bneria come hither. | 
She's come very melancholly from the court, H. 
Under pretence to wait upon the queen here. H. 
Uh Exter Emcria. : 
i | Still fad : come, I muſt have your face look otherwile; v 
I} | Dreſs it in ſmiles. I hope you put not on 
41 BY This ſorrow for the queen. She is a traitor I 
| | 17 To the king, and to the gods. 8 
14 | Em. A traitor, fir! - c 
n Oh! do not ſay ſo: tis, I hear, for nothing, T 
Th But looking on the ſtranger, Patrick, with 
l | Some pity. ; wits 
Milc. It will not run | 
Out of my thought, but this is the ſame Patrick 
That was my ſlave once; he was a Briton too: 
I know not how, he found ſome treaſure then 
To buy his liberty : were he again 1 
— ſlave, no gold ſhould buy = from my ſwine, 
hoſe once companion he was. Bneria, 
Dye hear? Conallur, the young prince, is come 
To ſec his mother: uſe him gently, girl. 
Come, I have heard he does affect thee, ha! 
He may be king. Gn 
__ © Sn, His brother » Corybrews, 


a as. 3.3 tad 
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Is nearer to that title; and, he ſays, 
He loves me. 

Mile. Does he fo? then love him beſt. 

Em. Imagine I had promis'd, fir, my heart 
To his younger brother. 

Milc. Break a thouſand promiſes, 
And hazard breaking of thy heart too, wench, 
To be but one degree nearer a queen : 
Ir does exalt my heart; ſpread all thy charms 
Of wit and language, when he courcs thee, girl: 
Smile, kiſs, or any thing, that may endear 
Him, and ſo great a fortune. I muſt * thee, 
But wo not be long abſent. | 


Enter ſervant. 
* Sir, the Bard docs preſs to ſee the queen, 
Milc. He muſt not ſee her ; 
His inſolence I'll puniſh : yer admit him hither ; 
His pleaſant nature may raiſe mirch 
In my ſad daughter. 


Ener Bard. 


Welcome, merry Bard 
Bard. I care not whether I be or no: the queen 


I come to ſee. 
Hilc. She's private with the prince. 


Come hither ; do'ft thou ſee that ru of alleen, 


That phlegmatick, fooliſh thing ? 

Bard. And like the father. 

Milc. Make her merry, and I'll give thee 
Gold, joy, to purchaſe a new harp. Here's fora 
In earneſt : thou haſt wanton pretty ſon 
To ſtir the merry thoughts of maids. fog 
To give thee opportunity: my preſence 


May ſpoil the working of thy N chat 2 * 


Sha't ee with the queen too. 
Fare you well, fir; and take a knave 
Along w'ye. Here's a roſe. 
Sprung our of a thiſtle, now. You are © fads maJam. 
£m. | have no cauſe of mirth, Bard 
Bard. What d'ye think of me} 


En. Think of thee, Sw; I think th' art honeſt, 


and 
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and canſt ſnew a pleaſant face, ſometimes, without 
an over- joy within: but, tis thy office. 
Bard. I know why you are ſo melancholly. 
Em. Pr'ythee, why do'ſt think, Bard? 
Bard. You want a man. 
Em. Why, thou art one. 
Bard. That's more than you know. 
Sings. 'Tis long of men that maids are ſad; 
Come then, and ſweetly kiſs them: 
T beir lips invite, you Will be mad 
To come too late, and miſs them. 
In their cheeks are full-blown roſes, 
To make garlands, to make poſtes : 
He that deſires to be a father, 
Let him make haſte before they fall, and gather + 
You ftay too long, and do them wrongs 
If men would virgins ſtrive to pleaſe, | 
No maid this year ſbould die o th green diſeaſe. 


What, are you merry yet? 


Em. I am ſo far 


From being rais'd to mirth, that I incline 


To anger... | 
Bard. Come, I'Il fit you with a ſong ; 
A lamentable ballad, of one loſt | | 
Her maidenhead, and would needs have it cry'd, 
With all the marks, in hope to ha't again. 
En. You were not ſent to abuſe me? | 
Bard. Adainty air too: I'll but tune my inſtrument, 
£m. No more, or Il complain. Sure he knows 
nothing of my diſhonour. How mine own thoughts 
fright me? x - f 
Bard. Now you fhall hear the ditty. 
Em. Hence, fooliſh Bard. 5 


Bard ſings. A poor cvench was ſig hing and weeping amain, 


And fain would ſhe have her virginity again, 
Loft ſhe knew not wk ; in ber ſleep Gs ſaid) 
She went to bed pure, but ſhe riſe not a maid: 
She made faft the door, 7 | 
She was certain, before 
He laid herſelf down in the bed? 
But aoben ſhe awakea, the truth is ſtark naked, 
Oh, ſhe miſs d hsr maidenhead. Enter 
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Bier Conallus. : 
Ha! the young prince; I'll tarry no longer w ye. 
Now to the queen. | CExit. 
Cen. Emeria, pr*ythee do not hide thy face 
rom me; tis more than common ſorrow makes 
Thee look thus. If the queen's misfortunes have 
Darken'd thy face, I ſuffer too in that. 
If for thyſelf thou weep'ſt, my almoſt ebbing 
Grief thou'lt enforce back, and beget 
New ſeas; in which, made high by one ſtrong ſigh 
Of thine, I meet a wat'ry ſepulchre 
My mother's fate commands my grief; but thine, 
A greater ſuffering ; ſince our hearts are one, 
And there wants nothing, but a ceremony, 
Te juſtify it to the world. 
B. Call back . ; . 
Your promiſes, my lord, they were ill-plac d 
On me, for J have nothing to deſerve em. ä 
Con. If thou be'ſt conſtant to thyſelf, and art 
Emeria fill _ 
Em. That word: hath wounded me. 
Con. Why, art noc thou thyſelf ? 
Em. I have the ſhape ſtill, 
But not the per part. 
Con. Am 1 fo miſerable, | 
To have my faith ſuſpected ? for I dare not | 
Think thou canſt ſin by any change. What act 
Have I done, my Emeria? or who hath 
Poiſon'd thy pure ſoul with ſuggeſtion 
Of my revolt? Apoſtaſy I'll call it; 
For, next our gods, thou art my happineſs. 
Em. Now, my dear lord, and 
In my own part, I never loy'd you better; 
Never with more religious thoughts and honour, 
Look'd on you: my heart never made a vow 
So bleſſed in my hopes, as that I gave you; 
And I ſuſpect not yours. | 
Con. What then can make thee, 
My Eneria, leſs; or me? Thou do'ſt affripht— 
_ £n. Yes, I am leſs, and have that taken me 
Hath almoſt left me nothing; or, if any, 


et me add thus much, 


d 
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So much unworthy you, that you would curſe me, 
Should 1 betray you ro receive Eueria. 
Con. Do not deſtroy me ſo; be plain. 
Em. Then thus | 
Bur, if I drop a tear or two, pray pardon me : 
Did not the ſtory touch myſelf [ ſhould _ 
Weep for it in another. You did promiſe 
To marry me, my lord, 
Con. I did, and will, 
Em. Alas! I have loſt—— 
Con. What? 1 . | 3 
Em. The dowry that IT promis'd to bring with me. 
Con. Do I value wealch ? | | | 
Em. Oh! but the creaſure | 
I loft, you will expect, and ſcorn me ever, 
Becauſe you have it not: yet heaven is witneſs . 
"Tis not my fault, a thief did force it from me, 
Oh! my dear lord. RES ; 
Con. I know not vrhat to fear. 
Speak plainer yet. 1 
Em. You'll Jay I am too loud, aY 
When I but whitper, fir, I am no virgin. 
Con. Ha | „ deen, 
Em. I knew cwould fright you; but, by all thoſe 
The poor lamb, made a prey to the fierce wolf, 
Had not more innocence, or leſs conſent _ 
To be devour, than I to loſe mine honour, _ 
Con. Why, wert thcu raviſh'd? * 
Em. YN cu have nam'd it, fir. | 
Con. The villain! name the villain ! ſweet Eneria; 
That I may ſend his lep'rous ſoul to hell for't; 
And, when he hath confeſs'd the monſt'rous ſin, 
I'll think thee ſtill a virgin, and thou art ſo. 
Confirm thy piety by naming him. "2. 
En. It will enlarge but your vexation, fir, - - 


That he's above your anger and revenge; 


For he did call himfelf a god that did it. 

Con. The devil he was: Oh! do not rack, Dneria, 
The heart that honours thee : mock me not, I pr'y- 
With calling him a god ; it was a fury, (thee, 
The maſter fiend of darkneſs, and as hot _ 1 


* 


2 << 


St. PATRICK for Ireland. 49 

As hell could make him, that would raviſh thee. 
Em, If you do think 1 ever loy'd you, fir, 

Or have a ſoul after my body's rape, 

He nam'd himſelf a god, great Ceancrochi, 

To whom I owe my ſhame and transformation, 
Con. Oh! I am loſt in miſery and amazement ! [Ex. 
Em. So, I did ſee before it would afflict him; 

But having given theſe reaſons to Conallus 


For our divorce, I have provided how 
To finiſh all diſgraces by my death. 


| Enter Archimagus. 
Come, cure of my diſhonour, and with blood 
Waſh off my ſtain. [Draws a dagger.] Ha! Ar h ma- 


Arc. Madam. | (u, ! "LE 


F . 
* 1 
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Em. What news with our great prieſt? 
Arc. I come to tell you, heavenly Ceancrochi, 
Of whom I had this day a happy viſion, 
Is pleas d again to viſit you, and commande 
I ſhould prepare you. ts 
En. I begin to find 
Some magical impoſture. Does he know it ? 


Arc, I leave to ſay, how much you are his favou- , 


Be wiſe and humble for ſo great a bleſſing. (rite ; 
Em. This does increaſe my fears ; I've been be- 

I'll live a little longer then: great prieſt, (tray d, 

My words are poor to make acknowledgement 

For ſo divine a favour ; but I ſhall 

Humbly expect, and hold my ſelf again, 

Bleſt in his preſence. | 427 


Buer Corybreus, as before habited. 
Arc. He's here, Emeria /! = 


Never was virgin ſo much honour d. [Exit.. 
Cor. How is it with my ſweet Ameria? » 
Em. That queſtion would become an ignorant mor- 


Whoſe ſenſe would be inform'd ; not Ceancrochi, (tal, 


Whoſe eye, at once, can ſee the ſoul of all things, 
Coy. I do not ask, | 
To make thee think I doubt, but to maintain 
That form which men, familiar to ſuch fair ones, uſe 
" E When 


Vn. Ha! od: 
I have done a ju 
And my own honour. Thou loſt thing to goodneſs ! 


Vet all this wo' not help me to my own - 
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When they converſe; for I would have my language | 


Soft as a lover's. 

Em. You are ftill gracious. 

Cor. This temper is becoming, and thou doſt 
Now appear worthy of our loves and preſence. 
I knew, when thy wiſe ſoul examin'd what | 
It was to be the darling to a god, 

Thou would'ſt compoſe thy geſtures, and reſign 
Thyſelf to our great will; which we accept, 
And pardon thy firſt frailty : tis in us, 

Emeria, to tranſlate thee hence to heaven, 
Without thy body's ſeparation, . 

I th' twinkling of an eye. But thou ſha't live 
Here, to convince erring mortality, | 
That gods do viſit ſuch religious votaries 

In human form, and thus ſalute 'em, - | 


Em. Sure, if you be a god, you are above 
Theſe wounds: if man, thou haſt deſery'd to bleed 
For thy impiety, | 

Cor. My blood is puniſh'd ; 

A curſe upon thy hand, I am no god ; 
I am the prince: ſee Corybreus. 


ice to the gods in this, (lord ? 


It was a glorious wound, and I am proud 
To be the gods revenger. | 
Cor. Help: oh! I am loſt. [He dies. 
Em. Call on the furies, they did help thy ſin, 
And will tranſport thy ſoul on their black wings, 
To hell, prince : and the gods can do no leſs, 
Than, in reward, to draw thy purple ſtream up, 
Shed in their cauſe, and place it a portent 
In heaven, to affright ſuch foul laſcivious princes. 
I will live now: this ſtory ſhall not fall ſo; 


And yet I muſt not ſtay here. Now, Conallus, 


I have done ſome revenge for thee in this: 


Again ; 


Em. And thus be anſwer'd, with a reſolute heart. 
| „„ (c tabs him. 
Cor. Oh! thou haſt murder'd me, ſtrumpet; hold. 


rince! were you my raviſher, my 
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Again; my honour of N . never will | 
Return. I live and move; but wanting thee, 

At beft, I'm but a walking miſery. (Exit. 
: | Enter Rodamant reading. 

Rod. My royal love, my lady, and fair miſtreſs ; 
Such love as mine, was never read in hiſtories. 
There's love, and love; good. | 
The poiſon to my heart was not ſo cruel, 

As that I cannot hang thee: how's that, hang the queen? 
The poiſon to my heart was not ſo cruel, 

As that I cannot hang thee, my rich jewel, 

Within my heart. Oh! there's hang, and jewel; and 
Good again. (heart, and heart; 

Lam thy conſtant elf, | | 
And dare, for thy ſweet fake, go hang myſelf. 
What! though I am no lord, yet I am loyal. 

There's a gingle upon the letter, to ſhew if ſhe will 
ive but an inch, III take an ell: lord and loyal; and 
though no prince, I am thy ſervant royal. There's no 
_ in that: yes, impo ary fo ſervant and royal. 
en grant him love for love, t 
With Noverint univerſi per preſentes. 


There's to ſhewI am a linguiſt, with a rumme in the 

rhime, conſiſting of two ſeveral languages; beſide, 

love and love, thy jet and alabaſter face. Jet, becauſe 
it draws the ſtraw of my heart; and alabaſter, be- 


cauſe there is ſome white in her face. 

Thy jet and alabaſter face now calls 

My love and hunger up, to eat ſtone walls. 

But fo I may bite off her noſe, if her face be alabaſ- 
ter: but ſhe is in priſon; there it holds, and I may do 


her ſervice to break priſon for her any way. Well, 


here's enough at a time; if ſhe like this, I have an 
ambling mule that ſhall be at her ſervice. But what 
ftumbling block is caſt in my way ? This is no place 


to ſleep in, I rake it, in a ſtory under a trundle- bed. 


I have ſeen theſe cloaths afore now: the taylor took 


meaſure for one of our gods, that made 'em. D' ye. 
hear, friend? Ha !'tis the prince Corybreus! dead! 


kill'd! ha, my lord; wy ſpeechleſs. What were I 
| E 2 


1 


at doth preſent theſe, 


beſt 


oe. 
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beſt to do? inſtead of ſearching the wound, I'll firft 
ſearch his pockets. What's here ? a bracelet: a 
Fug toy, I'll give it the queen; but, if I be found 


ere alone, I may be found neceſſary to his death. 
Ha! what ſhall I do? 


Enter Milcho, and ſervant. 


Milc. My daughter gone abroad, without a ſervant? 


Serv. I offer d my attendance. 
 HMilc. Ha! what's here, one murder'd ? tis the 
Slain in my houſe, confuſion ! look about ; (prince, 
Search for the traytor; I am undone for ever. 


Serv. The prince! Fll take my oath I ſaw him not 
Why thus diſguiſed ? (enter. 


Ailc. I tremble to look on him; ſeek every where. 


Serv. I gave acceſs to none but Redamant,; and he 
IS gonè. | 4 333 

Mile. What ſhall we do? remove the murder'd 

And, on thy life, be filent ; we are loſt elſe. (body, 
Attend without, and give acceſs to none, 

Till Ihave thought ſome way through this affliftion. 

Did my ſtars owe me this? Oh! I could curſe 'em; 


And, from my vex'd heart, exhale a vapour 


Of execrations, that ſhould blaſt the day, 2 
And darken all the world. The prince murder d 
In my houſe, and the traytor not diſcover'd ! 


Enter ſervant. 
Serv. One, fir, with a letter. | | | 
Ailc. Let him carry it back. Where's the young 
prince, Conallus ? | 5 
Serv. Gone long ſince, fir. _ 
Ailc. III lay the murder upon him 


It will be thought ambition; or upon the queen. 


Serv. Sir, one waits 
With a letter from the king. 

Milc. The king! that name | 
Shoots horror thro' me now: who is the meſſenger? 
Serv. A ſtranger, both in habit and in perſon : 

This is he, (7 „ 


Enter 


[ Hides himſelf. 
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| Enter Patrick, 
Mil. Ha 
Pat. The king falutes you : 
My lord, this paper ſpeaks his royal pleaſure. 
You have forgot me, fir ; but I have been more 
Familiar to your knowledge : is there nothing 
Within my face, that doth reſemble once 
A ſlave you had? 2 : 
Milc. Ha! is your name Patrick? 
Pat. It is, my lord: I made my humble ſuit 
To th' king, that, by his favour, I might viſit you; 
And, though I have not now that ſervile tie, 
It will not ſhame me to profeſs I owe 
You duty ftill, and ſhall, to my beſt power, 
Obey your juſt commands. 1 | 
Milc. He writ to me, | l 
That I ſhould try my art; and, by ſome ſtratagem, + If 
Diſcharge his life Tü do'r, but all this wo not | 
Quit the ſuſpicion of the prince's death. _ 
What if I lay the murder to his charge? 
I can ſwear any thing. But, if he come off, 
My head muſt anfwer : no trick in my brain? 
are welcome; the king. writes you have deſires 
To ſee the queen, you ſhall entreat her preſence. 
Pat. The king has honour'd me. 
Mil. You have deſerv'd it, 7 
And I do count it happineſs to receive 
Whom he hath grac'd ; but the remembrance . 
Of what you were, adds to the entertainment. 
My old acquaintance, Patrick. 
Pat. You are noble. STOP 
Enter queen and Bard. CRP 
Mile. The queen; welcome again: come hither, 
Pat. Madam, I joy to ſee you, and preſent (ſirrah. 
My humble duty. Heaven hath heard my prayers, 
J hope; and, if you ſtill preſerve that goodneſs, 
That did ſo late, and ſweetly ſhine upon you, 
I may not be unwelcome ; fince there is 
Something behind, which I am truſted with: | 
To make you happier. r 
52 E 3 Queen. 
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Queen. Holy Patrick, welcome. ; 
Milc. Obey in every circumſtance : my deſpair 

Ten ſervant. 

Shall have revenge wait on it. This is, madam, 

A good man; he was once my ſlave: let not 

That title take thy preſent freedom of 

My houſe; my fortunes, and my fate, I with 

May have one period with thee. I ſhall 

Attend you again: I hope we all may live 

And die together yer. y duty) madam. Exit. 

Bard. I do not like their whiſpering; there's 

fome miſchief; he did fo over- act his courteſy : I'll 

look about ns. I 
Pat. Do, honeſt Bard. Oh! madam, if you knew 

The difference, betwixt my faith and your 

Religion ; the grounds and progreſs 

What we profeſs; the ſweetneſs, certainty, 

And full rewards of virtue; you would hazard, 

Nay, loſe the glory of ten thouſand worlds, 

Like this, to be a chriſtian ; and be bleſs'd, 

To lay your life down (but a moment, on 

Which our eternity depends) and through 

Torture and ſeas of blood, contend to reach 

That bleſſed viſion at laſt, in which | 

Is all that can be happy, and perfection. 


| Enter Bard. 

Queen. I have a ſoul moſt willing to be taught. 

Bard. Oh, madam! fire! help! we are all loſt ! 

'The houſe is round about on fire ! the doors 
Are barr'd and lock'd ! there is no going forth! 
We ſhall be burnt, and that will ſpoil my ſinging : 
My voice hath been recover'd from a cold; 
But fre will ſpoil it utterly. | 

| Enter Victor. | 
ant Vid. Have no dread, holy Patrick, all their ma- 
Shall n 


ever hurt thy perſon : heaven doth look (lice 


With ſcorn upon their treachery ; thou art 

Reſerv'd to make this nation glorious, 

By their converſion to the chriſtian faith ; 

Wich ſhall, by blood of many martyrs, grow, 1 
| e 
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Till it be call'd the iſland of the ſaints : 
Look ũp, and ſee what thou obſerveſt; 
Milcho throwing his treaſures into the flames. 

Milc. Patrick, thou art caught ; inevitable flames 
Muſt now devour thee: thou art my ſlave again; 
There is no hope to ſcape: how I do glory, 
That, by my policy, thou ſhalt conſume, 

Though I be made a ſacrifice with thee _ | 
To our foe gods. Ha! ha! the queen! Bard, 
You will be excellent roaft meat for the devil. 

Pat. Hear me. OG 

Mile. I chooſe to leap into theſe fires, 

Rather than hear thee preach thy curſed faith. 
are ſure to follow me; the king will praiſe 

My laſt a&t yet: thus I give up my breath, 

And ſacrifice you all for his ſon's death. [He burny 

Pat. Oh, tyrant ! cruel to thyſelf ; but we himſel . 
Muft follow our bleſt guide, and holy guardian. 
Lead on, good angel; fear not, virtuous queen; 
A black night may beget a ſmiling morn, 
At worſt, to die; *cis eaſier than be born. [Evennt 


Recorders. The altar prepar'd, ith Ferochus and 
Endarins, as before. King, Conallus, Archimagus, 
prieſt, Ethne, Fedella, a ſacrifice of chriſtian blood. 

Arc. Great Jove and Mars, appeaſed be 

With blood, which we now offer thee, 

Drain'd from a chriſtian's heart, our farſt 

Oblation of that ſect accurſt; 

And may we to the altar bring 

Patrich our ſecond offering, 

The father of this tribe; whoſe blood, 

Thus ſhed, will do this iſland good. 

The gods allow what we preſent; 

= re Gln holy _ is ſent i 
o mi ove and Mars; now bri 

Your Soc Trice, and fing. * 


SONG, at the altar. 


Lok down, great Jove, and god of war, 
A new ſacrifice is laid 
On your altars, richer far, 


Man 4what in aromatick heaps we paid: N 
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No curled ſmoke <ve ſend, 
With perfumes to befriend © 
The drooping air; the cloud 
Me offer, is exhal'd from blood, 
More ſhining than your tapers are, 
And every drop is worth a ſtar. 
Were there no red in heaven, from the torn heart 
Of chriſtians, we that colour could impart ; | 
And, with their blood, ſupply thoſe crimſon ſtreaks 
That dreſs the sky, when the fair morning breaks. 
Enter Rodamant, and whiſpers the king, who falleth 
| upon the ground. | 
Con. Father ! 
Arc. The ki 


ng! | AN 
Lao. Away. Pet not my daughters ſtir from hence: 


Is this reward, you gods ! for my devotion ? 


[Exit with Conallus, 


Arc. No more: I could not, by my art, foreſee 
This danger. _ + 
Eb. Our father ſeem'd much troubled. 

Arc. I muſt appear a ftranger to all paſſages. 
Be not diſturb'd, my princely charge ; uſe you 
'The free delights of lite, while they are preſented 
In theſe your lovers: ſirrah, make faſt the door, 
And wait aloof: I'll follow the ſad king. LExit. 

Fed. No miſery can happen, while I thus 
Embrace Perochus. | 2h | 

Eth. And I, ſafe in the arms 
Of my dear ſervant, - 

End. You make it heaven by gracing me. 

Fer. But why have we ſo long 
Delay'd our bleſt enjoyings, thus content 
With words, the ſhadows of our happineſs ? 

Rod. So, ſo, here's fine devotion in the temple: 
But where's my bracelet; let me ſee ? Fai 
Fer. Where's Rodamant ? 


LT 


Rod. Am I inviſible again? Is this the trick on't? 


Fer. The door is ſafe: come, my dear princely miſ- 
treſs, | 85 ; 


And, wich the crown of love, reward your ſervant. 


Fed. 


F A 
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Fed. What's that ? 
Fey. Fraition of our joys. 
Fed. Is not this 3 
Delight enough, that we converſe, and ſmile, 
And Fiss, Ferochus? fRodamant kiſſes Fedella, 
Who's that ? 
Fer. Where, madam ? 
Fed. I felt another lip. NN. 
Fer. Than mine? Here's none; try it again. 
Why ſhould her conſtitution be ſo cold ? _ 
I would not loſe more opportunities. 
Love ſhoot a flame, like mine, into her boſom. 
Ab. Who's that, Endarius, that kiſs'd me now? 
End. None, ſince you bleft my lip with a touch, 
My brother is at play with your fair ſiſter. (madam. . 


Eth, I felt a beard. 

End. A beard ! that's ſtrange. | 

Rod. Y ow'ſhall feel ſomething elſe too. [Silas End. 

En. Why that unkind blow, madam? 

Eth. What means my ſervant? 

Rod. Now to my other gameſter. 

Fer. Oh! I could dwell for ever in this boſom : : 
But is there nothing elſe for us to taſte? Ez 
Hold! © [Rodamant pulls Ferochus by the noſe, 

Fed. What's the matter? 
Fer. Something has almoſt torn away my noſe, 


End. What ſays my brother? . 5 


Fer. Did you pull me by the noſe ? ! 
End. I mov'd not hence. | | 

Did you kick me, brother ? | 
Fed. We have troubled fancies, ſure; here's no body 

But ourſelves: the doors, you ſay, are ſafe. | 
Hey. Wo'not that prompt you to ſomething elſe? 
Fed. I dare not underſtand you. | 

What blood is that upon your face? 
Rod. You want a beard, young gentleman, 
Fer. Mine! blood! I felt ſomething, that like a fly 

Glanc'd o' my cheek. 

Brother, your noſe bled you that fine beard. 
Bud. You need not bluſh a one ſide, brother; ha, ha. 

2 Eth, 


/ 


* 
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Ab. Is not this ſtrange, ſiſter; how came. our ſer- 
So bloody ? | i (ants 
Fer. Again. I pr'ythee leave this fooling with my 
I ſhall be angry. Fn (face, 
End. I touch'd you not. | 
| Rod. Another wipe for you. 
Eth. Some ſpirit ſure. 


I cannot contain laughter. What a raw head my ſer- 


Fed. Mine has the ſame complexion. (ant has ? 
Rod. Put me to keep the door another time. Iha Sep 


them honeſt, and now I will be viſible again. [Aock.. 


Fer. Rodamant. 
Rod. Here. I was aſleep, but this noiſe wak d me. 
Ha' you done with the ladies? 
Prieſt Iwithin. ] Open the doors. 
5 | Enter prieſt. | . 
Prieſt. We are undone, my lords ! the king is 
In fury back again, with full reſolve (coming 
To break theſe images: his ſon is flain, 
an er e ince, in Milcho s houſe ; 
And he will be reveng'd upon the gods, | 
He fays, that e ſave his Fr: ſon. - 
I fear he will turn chriſtian. Archimagus 
Is under guard, and brought along to ſee 
This execution done: no art can fave you. | 
Eth. We are loſt too, for ever, in our honours. 
Leo. [avithin.] Break down the temple doors. 
Prieſt. He's come already; we are all loſt, madam. 
Fer. Tear off theſe antick habits, quickly: brother, 
Do you the ſame. More blood upon our faces. 
Oh! my Fedella, ſomething may preſerve us 
To meet again. Endarius; ſo, ſo: open. | 
Enter king, Archimagus, guard. Ferochus, Enda- 
rius, confidently meet the king. 4 
Leo. Ha! keep off; more horrors to affright me 
J muſt confeſs I did command your deaths 


ah ha now my ſon is murder d for i. (you. 


er. Oh! do not pull more wrathfrom heaven upon 

Love, innocence, the gods have thus reveng d 

In your ſon's tragedy : draw not a greater 
1 Upon 
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Upon yourſelf and this fair iſland, by | 

Thireatning the temples, and the gods themſelves: 

Look on them ſtill with humble reverence, 

Or greater puniſhments remain for you 

To fulfer ; and our ghoſts ſhall never leave 

To fright thy conſcience, and, with thouſand tings, 

Afflict thy foul to madneſs and deſpair. | 

Be patient yet, and proſper; and let fall 

Thy anger on the e that elſe 

Will poiſon thy fair kingdom. Þ . 
King. Ha! Archimagus, canſt thou forgive me, 

And ſend thoſe ſpirits hence ? | 

Arc. I can, great fir. 

You, troubled ſpirits, I command you leave 

The much diſtracted king: return, and ſpeedily, 

To ſleep within the boſom of the ſea, (ye ; 

ign 


— 


Which the king's wrath, and your ſad fates, 
And, as you move to your expecting monument, 
The waves, again, no frown appear upon you, 
But glide away in peace. | 
End. and Fer. We do obey, 
Great prieſt, and vaniſh. [ Exeunt. 
Eth. Are they gone, Fedella? 3 | 
They talk of woman's wit at a dead lift, 
This was above our. brains: I love him for't, 
And wiſh myſelf in's arms now to reward him ; 
I ſhould find him no ghoſt o' my conſcience. 
But where ſhall we meet next? 
Fed. Let us away. _ 
King. Art ſure they are gone, 4rchimagus ? my 


So leave me, and religion once again (fears 


Enters my ſtubborn heart, which dar'd to mutiny 
And quarrel with the gods. Archimazus, 
Be near again; we will redeem our raſhneſs, 
By grubbing up thoſe chriſtians, that begin 
infect us, and our kingdom. 72 
Arc. This becomes you ; ES 
And, if you pleaſe to hear me, I dare promiſe 
The ſpeedy ruin of them all. | 1 
King. Th' art born | 
To make us happy, How, my dear 4rchimagys ? 


* 


Zreum. 


Arc 


— 
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Arc, This iſland, fir, is full of dangerous ſerpetits; 


Of roads, and other venemous deſtroyers : 
I will, from every province of this kingdom, 
Summon theſe killing creatures, to devour him: 
My prayer, and power of the gods, fear not, 
Wall do't ; by whom inſpir'd, I propheſy 
Patrick's deſtruction. . 

King. I embrace my prieſt: 
Do this, and I'll forget my ſon, and die; 
And ſmile to ſee this chrittian's tragedy. [ Exeunt. 


ACT: V; 
| Euter two ſoldiers. 
1ſt Sold. Wo ſo, we are like'to have a fine time 
on'r ; we may get more by every chriſ- 
tian we have the grace to catch, than by three months 
pay againſt our natural enemies. * TS 

24 Sold. And their noddles be ſo precious, would 
all my kindred were chriſtians ; I would not leave a 
head to wag 2 a ſhoulder of our generation, from 
my mother's ſucking pig at her nipple, to my great 

rand father's coſhering in the peaſe- ſtraw. How did 
that fellow look, whoſe throat we cut laſt ? 

1/ Sold. Baſely, and like a chriſtian. Would the 
fellow, they call Patrick, hag been in his place, we 
had been made for ver. 

2d Sold. Now are we of the condition of ſome great 
men in office, that deſire execution of the laws, nor 
ſo much to correct offences, and reform the common- 
wealth, as to thrive by their puniſhment, and grow 
rich and fat with a lean conſcience. But I have 
walk'd and talk'd myſelf hungry; pr'ythee open the 
ſecrets of thy knapſack, before we build any more 


N Let's ſee what ſtore of belly- timber we 


ave. Good, very good pagan food. Sit down, and 
let our ſtomachs confer awhile. 
| Enter Rodamant. 
Rod. My ro love is roaſted: ſhedied of a burning 
fever ; and, ſince poiſon wo not work upon =o 1 
| | reſolve 


nan ns — — 2 
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wood to hang myſelf. And becauſe I will be ſure to 
without moleſtation or cutting down, which 1s 


a a diſparagement to an able and willing body, I will 


hang inviſible, that no body may ſee me, and inter- 


rupt my bempen meditations. But who are theſe? a 


brace of man- killers a mounching : now I think what 
a long journey I am going, as far as to another world, 
it were not amiſs to take proviſion along with me ; 
when I come to the trick of hanging, I may weigh 
the better, and ſooner be out of my pain. Braceler, 
ſtick to me: by your leave, gentlemen ; What's your 


ordinary? 


— 


10 Who's that?: 
od. A friend, my brace of Hungarians : one that 
is no ſoldier, but will juſtify he has a ſtomach in a 


juſt cauſe ; and can fight tooth and nail with any 


fleſh that oppoſes me. 
24 Sold. I can ſee no body. 


Rod. Iwill knock your pate, fellowgin arms; andy 


to help you to ſee, open the eyes of your underſtand- 
ing, with a wooden inſtrument that I have. 


1/2 Held. I fee nothing but à voice; ſhall I ſtrike it? 


24 Soll. No, tis ſome ſpirit; take heed and offend * 
it not? I never knew any man ſtrike the devil, but 
he put out his neck-bane, or his ſnoulder- blade. Let 


him alone, it may be the ghoſt, of ſome uſurer that 
kick'd up his heels ina dear year, and died upon a 
ſurfeir of ſhamrochs andcheefe-parings. = | 
; _ Enter Emeria. | 
1f Sold. Who's this; a woman alone? 
2d Sold. And handſome ; what makes ſhe in this 


wood? We'll divide. 


% 


1/2 Sold. What; the woman ? 


24 Sold. No; I'll have her body, and thou malt 
have her cloaths. | 


En. I know not where I ami this wood has loſt 


But I ſhall never more be worth the finding. (me; 


I was not wiſe to leave my father's houſe, 


For here I may be made a prey to rapine, 


Or food to cruel beaſts. ; 
| | F 9 ; 24 Sold. 


iafolved to look out the moſt convenient tree in this 


* 
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think you? which of us tuo have you moſt mind do 

laugh and lie down withal? 5 
Em. Protect me, ſome good power: more raviſhers 
2d Sold. We are ſoldiers, and not uſed to comple- 

ment: be not coy, but anſwer. | 
1/7 Sold. We are but two, you may ſoon make a choice. 


Kod. You ſhall find that we be three; are you ſo hot? 


- day Come,humble yourſelf behind that tree, or 
u. Are you a man | ; 5 
1ſf Sold. Never doubt it; I have paſs'd for a man 
in my days. | 
2d Sold. Qh, my skull! 
T/t Sold. What's the matter ? 
Em. Where ſhall I hide myſelf} [Hides herſelf. 
Rod. Your comrade will expect your company in 


the next ditch. 


2d Sold. Are you good at that ? 


[The ſecond ſoldier ſtrikes the firſt, and Rodamant both. 


1/ Sold. What doſt thou mean? 
2d Held. What do I mean? what doſt thou mean to 


beat my brains out? 


1 Sold. I! hold, it is ſome ſpirit, and we fight 
with the air. | 


Rod. Cannot a mare come into the ground but you +. 


muſt be leaping, you ſtone-horſes ? 
2d Sold. My skull is as tender as a mullipuff. 
1/2 Sold. He has made a cullice of my ſconce ; hold, 
dear friend! _ ' - == | 
2d Sold. Has the devil no"! 
part aguinſt the fleſh ? 
1ſt Sold. The devil may have a mind to her him- 


felf ; let him have her. 


24 Held. If I come beck, let me be gibb'd. 


3 I eeunt reeling. 
R. l. Now, lady —what, is ſhe inviſible too? Ha! 


well, let her ſhift for herſelf, I have tamed their 


concupiſcence. Noy/ to my buſineſs of hanging again. 
Ph Enter ſpirtt, | 

do like none of theſe trees: the devil is at my el- 

bow row ; 146 hear him whiſper in mine car, that 


any 


2d Sold. No, you ſhall find that we are men: wh t 


ore wit than to take 
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to it. Let me conſider, what ſhall I get by hanging 
of myſelf ? now it will be to no purpoſe ; a halter 
will be but caſt away: by your leave—I would not 
have you much out of the way, becauſe here are trees 
that other men may hold convenient—Oh, my wriſt! 
Tiis a ſpirit. Sweet devil, you ſhall have it; the 
' bracelet is at your ſervice. Hays I all my fingers ? 
A pox on his fangs: now o' my conſcience I am viſible 
again; if the ſoldiers ſhould meet with me now, whom 
I have pounded, what caſe were I in? I teel a diſti 
lation, and would be heartily beaten to ſave my life. 


Enter Conallus and Emeria. 


Here's one, for aught I know, may be as dangerous. 


A pox of deſpair, that brought me hither to chooſe 
my gallows; would I were at home in an embroider'd 


clout. — I'll ſneak this way. | [Exit 


Em. I am no ghoſt, but the ſame loſt Emeria, 
My lord, you left me. 
Con. Did not the flames devour thee ? 
ZB. I felt no flame, but that which my revenge 
Did light me to, for my abuſed honour. _ 
Cn. Oh! ſay that word again: art thou reveng'd 
Upon oy raviſher? It was a god, 
Thou told'ſt me. ä 
En. But he found the way to death: 
And when I name him, yon will either not 
Believe me, or compaſſion of his wounds 
Will make you print y in my breaſt ; 
He was 5 5 
Con. Say; fear not, wrong'd Emeria ; | 
Can any heart find compaſſion for his death, 
That murder'd the ſweet peace of thy chaſte boſom? 
Oh! never: I ſhall bleſs that reſolute hand, 
That was ſo juſt, ſo pious: and when thou haſt 
Aſſur'd, that he, which pays the ſatyr with thee, 
Is out of th* world, and kill'd ſufficiently, Þ 
(For he that robb'd thee hath deſerv'd to die, 
To the extent of his wide ſin) I'll ki, 
And take thee in mine arms, Eneria, 
And lay thee up as * to my love, 
| ? 2 | 5 4 


any tree would ſerve, if I would but give my mind 
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As when our vous meet, and our yielding boſoms 
Were witneſs to the contract of our hearts. | 
n. It was your brother, Corybreus, fir ; 
That name unties your promiſe. 
Con. Ha ! my brother ? 
Sweet, let me pauſe a little; I am loſt elſe. 
Em. I did not well to enlarge his ſorrow thus: 
Though I can hope no comfort in this world, 
He might live happy, if I did not kill him, 
With heaping grict on grief, thus, 
Con. He is {lain then. | | 
Em. If you will, fir, revenge his death, you muſt 
Point your wrath here, and I will thank you for't ; 
Though you ſhould be a day in killing me, 
I ſhould live ſo much longer to forgive you. ; 
This weak hand did not tremble when it kill d him, 


- 


And it came timely to prevent, I fear, 
The ſecond part of horror he had meant 
To acł upon me. „ i uy 
Con. Wou'd he had took my life, 
When he aſffail'd thy chaſtity ; ſo thou 
Had'ft been preſerv'd : I cannot help all this. 
Did it not grieve thee? he deſerv'd to die, ha! 

Em. I took no joy, fir, in his tragedy. 

Con. That done, thou fled'ft. 

Em. I left my father's houſe, Io 
And found no weight hung on my feet, for giving 

His Juſt the bloody recompence. . 
Con. Thou art happy: 
The gods directed thee to fly, Emeria / | 
Thou had'ſt been loſt elſe, with my brother's aſhes, 
And my dear mother, whom the hungry flames 
Devour'd, ſoon after thy departure. 

Em. Row ! 1 CR 
Con. I know not by what malice, or misfortune, 
Thy father's houſe was burn'd: and in it he 

id meet his funeral fire too; ha! Emeria. 

Enter St. Patrick, queen, and Bard. 
Bard. Your company'sfair, but I'll leave you in a 
wood : I could like your religion well, but thoſe 
rules of fafting, prayer, and jo much penance, will 
hardly fit my conſtitution, | Pat. 


\ 


St. PATRICK or Ireland. 65 
Pat. Tis nothing to win heaven. * 
Bard. But you do riot conſider, that I ſhall loſe m 
penſion, my penſion from the king: there's a buſineſs, 
Queen. Do not I leave more? gt he 
Bard. Iconfeſs it, and you will get leſs by the bar- 
gain: but you, that have been uſed to hunger, and 


nothing to live upon, may make the better ſhift. The 
| lefs you eat, you ſay, will make the ſoul fat; but I 


have a body wo'not be us'd ſo. I muſt drink, and go 


warm, and -make much of a voice. I cannot do 


much good upon water and ſallads; keep your diet- 
drink to yourſelves: I am a kind of fooliſh courtier, 


Patrick; with us, wine and women are provocatives; 


long tables and ſhort graces are phyſical, and in 
faſhion. I'll take my Teaye, madam : no chriſtian 
yer, as the world goes; perhaps, hereafter, when my 
voice is weary of me, I may grow weary of the 
world, and ſtoop to your ordinary; ſay my prayers, 
and think how to die, when my living is taken from 
me : in the mean time 
Sings. I neither <vill lend, nor borrow, 
Old age will be here to-morrow ; 
*Tis pleaſure cue are made for, 
Then death comes, all is * for 2 
No matter aha the bill of fare, 
Ill take my cup, I'll take no care. 
Be wife, aud ſay you had warning, 
Jo laugh is better than learning: 
To cbear no cloaths, not neat is, 
But hunger is good aubere meat is. 
Give me vine, give me a ewench, 
And let hen parrot talk in French. 
It is a match <vorth the making, 
o herd the merry thought ewaking * 
ſong is better than faſting, | 
And jorrow's not worth the taſting. 
Then keep your brain light as you can, 
An ouncè of care will kill a man. 
And ſo I take my leave, © -— _ CExit. 
Con. Ha do I ſee the queen, Fmeria? ? 


Pat. Alas poor Bard ! the flatteries of this werd 
D F 3 Hath 


That hath preſerv'd you ti 
For I believe you are alive; the fire 
Hath not defae'd this monument of ſweetneſs. 


And on that fair and innocent table pour'd 
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Hath chain'd his ſenſe : thus many ſelf - loving na- 
Priſon'd in miſts and errors, cannot ſee (tures, 
The way abroad that leads to happineſs 

Or truth, whoſe beamy hand ſhould guide us in it. 
What a poor value do men ſet on heaven 

Heaven, the perfection of all that can 

Be ſaid, or thought; riches, delight, or harmony, 
Health, beauty; and all theſe not ſubject to 
The waſte of time; but, in their height eternal, 


Lol for a penſiqn, or poor ſpot of earth, 
- Favour of greatneſs, Han — faint pleaſure: 


As men; in ſcorn*pfk a true flame that's near, 

Should run to light their taper at a glow-worm. 
Gon. Tis ſhe! and the good biſhop Patrick with her. 
Pat. Madam, the prince Conallus. 
Con. Oh! let me kneel to pound then to heaven, 

to be my mother; 


xeen. My bleſſing, and my prayers, be ſtill m 
It Wu the 8 1 2 of holy Parrick (child 
That reſcu'd me from thoſe impris'ning flames | 
You ſpeak of: his good angel was our conduct. 
Con. To him that can diſpenſe ſuch bleſſing, mo- 
I muſt owe duty; and, thus kneeling, pay it: (ther, 
May angels till be near you. 1 TOS, | 
Pat. Riſe, Conallus; 
My benediction on thee ; be but what 
Thy mother is, a chriſtian, and a guard 
Of angels ſhall attend thee too: the fire 
We walk'd upon ſecure ; and, which is greater, 
Scap'd the immortal flames, in which black ſouls, 
Atter their ary pe lives, are bound to ſuffer. 
Con. Sir, you ſhall ſteer me, and my mother's bleſt 
Example will become my imitation. 8 
But there's a piece of ſilent miſery 
Is worth your comfort, mother, and his counſel : 
She is, I dare not name how much diſhonour'd, 
And ſhould have been the partner of my boſom, 
!ad not a cruel man forbid my happineſs, | 


Poifan, 
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Poiſon, above the dragon's blood or vipers. _— f 
En. My humbleſt duty, madam, 5 
Pat. Dichu's cell 4 j| 
Is not far off: pleaſe you attend the queen; 
We are bent thither. | 
Con. Ves; and, as we walk, | | 
Il tell you a fad ſtory of my brother 8 
And this poor virgin. | 5 | { 
Pat. Come, I'Il lead the way. 
Queen. With ſuch a guide we-cannot fear to ſtray; 
55 is [Exeunt. 


Enter Ferochus and Endarius. 

Fer. Where are we yet, Endarius ? 

End, I cannot | 
Inform you more, than that we are in the wood (till. 

Fer. And we are loſt ! our fear to die i' th' fight | 
Of men, hath brought us hither with our blood | | 
To quench the thirſt of wolves; or worſe, to ſtarve. | 

End. We are in no fear to be apprehended, 
Where none inhabit. Ef: 

Fer. Now that luft is puniſh'd, 

Which fed our hope, if we had ſtaid i“ th' temple | 
To have polluted it with foul embraces : 3 
How wearinefs, with travel, and ſome faſting, | 4 

Will tame the fleſh. | 

End. Stay; here's a cave. 
Fer. Take heed, 
It may be a lion, or a fierce wolf's den: 
How nature trembles at the thought of death, 
Though it be preſt down with the weight of life. 

End. I dare not enter; a new fear invades me. FF: 

Fer. The worſt is welcome : with our clamour, 4 
Whatever doth inhabit here; or man, (rouſe 
Or beaſt appear, if any ſuch dwell in N 
This cave ? We can meet charity, or death. 5 

3 Enter Dichu. © „ | 
Dic. What voice, with ſo much paſſion, calls me 
Ha! be my prote&ion, good heaven! (forth ? 
My ſons! my murder'd ſons! with ghaſtly looks, 
And bruiſed limbs! why do you come to me thus 6” 
To fright my wither'd eyes? Alas! I was innocent 1 8 „ 


3 
: 4 
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Up the world's academy; and diſperſe, 
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It was the king, not I, commanded your 


Untimely death : I have wept for ye, boys, 
And conſtantly before the ſun awak'd, 
When the cold dew-drops fell upon the ground, 
As if the morn were diſcontented too, 
My naked feet oer many a rugged ſtone 
Hath walk'd, to drop my tears into the ſeas, 
For your ſad memories. | 

Fer. We are no ſpirits, but your living ſons ; 
Preſerv'd, without the knowledge of the king, 
By Archimagus, till a new misfortune | 
Compell'd us hither to meet death, we fear 
In want of food. 
Dic. Are ye alive! Come in; 
Ir is no time to be inquiſitive; | 
My bleſſing, I have ſomeching to refreſh ycu; 
Coarſe fare, but ſuch as will keep out ſad famine. 
Humble yourſelves and enter, my poor boys; 
You'll wonder at the change: but we to heaven 


Do climb, with loads upon our ſhoulders born, 
Nor muſt we rread on roſes, but on thorn. [ Exeunt. 


Enter St. Patrick, queen, Conallus, Emeria. 


Pat. Now we approach the hermit Dichu's cell: 
Are you not weary, madam ? "+ | 
Queen Nat yet, father, 
In ſuch religious company. 
Pat. You were not 
Uſed to this travel: how does my new ſon, 
And ſweet Emeria ? | | 
Con. I am bleſt on all ſides. | 
Em You have quieted the tempeſt in my ſoul, 
And in this holy peace I muſt be happy. 
Pat. You will be ſpouſe to an eternal bridegroom, 
And lay the ſweet foundation of a rule, 


That after ages, with devotion, _ 

Shall praiſe and follow. You are, fir, reſerv'd 
To bleſs this I, with your pious government: 
Your crown ſhal SR: 
The throne you ſhall leave glorious : this nation 


flouriſh, and your blood poſſeſs 


Shall in a fair ſucceſſion thrive, and grow 


** 
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As the rich ſpring of human and divine 

Knowledge, clear ſtreams to water foreign 8 4 
Which ſhall be proud to owe what they poſſeſs 
In learning, to his great all-nurſing iſland. 

Con. May we be worthy of this propheſy. _ 

Pat. Diſcourſe hath made the way leſs tedious ; 
We have reach'd the cell already, which is much 
Too narrow to contain us; but, beneath 
Theſe trees, upon their cool and pleafing ſhades, 
You may. fit down; I'll call upon my convert: 
Dichu, my penicent, come forth, I pray, 

And entertain ſome gueſts I have brought hither, 
That deſerve welcome. 
WW Enter Dichu. 

Dic. I obey that voice. Rk Lt: 4 
Pat. The queen, and prince, and Afilcho s virtuous 
Gain'd to our holy faith, daughter, 

Dic. Let my knee ſpeak - 

My duty, though L want words for my Joy >» 

Ten thouſand welcomes: I have gueſts within too; 
You'll wonder to ſalute my ſons, not dead, 

As we ſuppoſe, by heavenly providence 

hope, reſery'd to be made bleſt by you. 


1 


They are here. 5 
ter Ferochus and Endarius. 
Your duties to the queen and prince; bo 
Then to this man, next to our great preſerver, 
The patron of us all. 
Pat. A happy meeting : 3 
I muſt rejoice to ſee you ſafe, and here: 

But tell us by what ſtrange means, all this while, 
You have been preſery'd ? fir down, [Syft muſick. 
Con. What muſick's this } . 
| Seen. Tis heavenly. | 

Pat. And a preface to ſome meſſage, 

Or will of heaven; be filent, and attend it: 

Such harmony as this did wait upon 

My angel Victor, when he firſt appear d, 

And did reveal a treaſure under ground, 
With which I bought my freedom, when I kept 
Unhappy Milcho's ſwine. Heaven's will be done. 


What [ 


4 
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What! all affeep already! holy dreams 


Poſſeſs your fancy; I can wait no longer. 


Enter Victor, and other angels. 
S O N G. 
Vict. Doan from the Skies, 
Commanded by the power that ties 
The <vorld and nature in a chain; 
Ve come, wwe come, a glorious train, 
To wait on thee, ; 
And make thy perſon danger-free : 
 Heark whilſt we ſirg, © 
And keep time with our golden wing 
To ſhew how earth and heaven agree, 
What echo riſes to our harmony. 
ict. Holy Patrick, ſleep in peace, 
Whilſt I thy guardian, with theſe 
My fellow angels, wait on thee, 
For thy defence : a troop, I ſee, 


Of ſerpents, vipers, and whate'er 


Doth carry killing poiſon, here 
Summon'd by art, and power of hell: 


But thou ſhalt ſoon their fury quell ; _ 


—— —— — 


And, by the ſtrength of thy command, , 
Thoſe creatures ſhall forſake the land, 

And creep into the ſea; no more 

To live upon the Iriſp ſhore, 

Once more then, | 


SONG. * 
Patrick, ſleep; oh! ſleep awhile, . 
And wake the patron of this iſle, 
Duter king, Archimagus, and other prieſts. 
Arc. Your perſon ſhall be ſafe; fear not, great fir, 
T have directed all their ſtings and poiſon: 


Sec where he ſleeps; if he eſcape this danger, 


Let my life, with ſome horrid circumſtance, 


End in this place, and carry all your curſes. 


Enter ſerpents, &C. creeping. 
What think you of theſe creeping executioners ? 
Do they not move as if they knew their errand ? 
© ME 
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King. My queen! my ſon Conallus! Dichu! ha! 
And Js ſtill wandering ghoſts of his two ſons ! 
Arc. They are alive, tir. - 
King. Ha! who durſt abuſe us? 
Prieſt. Will you not have compaſſion of the queen, 
And the prince, fir ? | | 
Ling. How met they to converſe ? 
Arc. They are all chriſtians. 
King. Le: the ſerpents then 
Feed upon all, my powerful Archimagus. 
Pat. In vain is all your malice, art, and power, 
Againſt their lives, whom the great hand of heaven 
Deigus to protect; like wolves, you undertake 
$ quarrel wich the moon, and waſte your anger: 
Nay, all the ſhafcs your wrath directeth hither, 
Are ſhot againſt a brazen arch, whoſe vault, 
Impenetrable, ſends the arrows back, | 
To print juſt wounds on your own guilty heads. 
Theſe ſerpents, (tame at firſt and innocent, 
Until mau's great revolt from grace releas'd 
Their duty of creation) you have brought, 
And arm'd againſt my life: all theſe can I 
Approach, and wichout trembling walk upon; 
Play with their ſtings, which though to me not dan- 
I could, to your deſtruction, turn upon (gerous, 
Yourſelves, and puniſh with too late repentance. 
Bur you ſhall live, and what your malice meant 
My ruin, I will turn to all your ſafeties, 
And you ſhall witneſs : hence, you frightful mon- 
Go hide, and bury your deformed heads (ſters, 
For ever in the ſea; from this time be | 
This ifland free from bcaſts of venomous natures : 
The ſhepherd hall not be afraid hereafter, 
To truſt his eyes with ſleep upon the hills; 
The travellers ſhall have no ſuſpicion, 
Or fear to meaſure with his weary'd limbs 
The filent ſhades ; but walk, through every brake, 
Without more guard than his own innocence. ; 
The very earch and wood ſhall have this bleſſing, 
(Above what other chriſtian nations boaſt) 
Although tranſported where theſe ſerpents live 
5 | | oo | And 
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Ard multiply, one touch ſhall ſoon deſtroy em. 
King. See how they all obey him, Arcbimagus. 
Arc. Confuſion ! all my art is trampled on, 
Can neither man, nor beaſt, nor devil hurt him? 
Support me, fellow-prieſts; I ſink, I fee! 
The ground bend with my weight upon it; ha! 
The earth is looſe in the foundation, 5 
And ſomething heavy as the world doth hang 
Upon my feet, and weigh me to the centre. 
A fire, a dreadful fire, is underneath me, . 
And all thoſe fiends, that were my ſervants here, 
Look like tormentors, and all ſeem to ſtriyxe 
W ho firſt ſhall catch my falling fleſh upon 
Their burning pikes : there is a power above * 
Our gods, I ſee too late. I fall! I fall! 
And, in my laſt deſpair, Icurſe you all. (Sinks. 
King. Patrick, the king will kneel to thee. 
Pat. Oh! riſe,” | ; 
And pay to heaven that duty. . 
King. Can'ſt thou forgive? = 
Let me embrace you all, and freely give 
What I defire from this good man, a pardon. 
Thou ſhalt no more ſuſpect me, but potieſs 
All thy defires. The ground is ſhut again: 
Where new eis 4rchimagus ? How 1 4% 3 
And court this chriſtian out of fear, not love? 
Once more viſit our palace, holy father. 
The ſtory of your ſons, and what concerns 
Your eſcape, madam, we will know hereafter ; 
FT rt.“ mean time be ſecure. 


*T were Happy 


The blood of martyr 
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